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64 TN the Summer feaſar uit 
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Amidft my admirers when Damon appears -— 


3 my char mer, my Roſalind, ꝛbale k- 
 Ahavhy mf! words my flame remealdl!ñ—é ð ̃ ( 
At Pother day young Damon came , 


A plague on thoſe Sacks: / they make ſuch a pot her 
Amphytrion and his bride, a godlike pair — 
Ah why fbould Lowe with rant Ai ay — 
As Chloe came into the room other day * 
Away to the field, fee the morning looks gie 


Attend all ye nymphs and ye ſtuaixs of the green 
Ali neighbours, I pray to my ditty atteu . 13 


Ariſe, ariſe, great dead, for arms renoun'd e——_—_— 
All in the Doxwns our fect was moor d — 
A maſon's danghter fair and young —_—— 
Ah ſeck to know what place Actains =o ͤkññ⸗LeX 
Ariſe, Britannia, ſirike th' attentive ear 
As tink'ring Tom thro ſtreets hrs trade did 71 
As Llantaure, Got pleſs her, a place of renown — 
A wig that's full, au empty ſkull 

Among the fevains upon the green — 
At the age of fixteen I had fweethearts a core 


M— —_— 


— 


Aid did.you not hear of a jolly young Waterman” — 26 


As down on Banna's banks I ffray'd one evening in May 
A wide. av bewitch'd ue her paſfion | 3 


B 
Bebold this fair r goblet tabas card Frome the tree. 


By the ladies I off hawe been charg d awith aeg N 
Bright daauns the day æuith rofy face | 


By my fighs you may diſcover — 
* By lowe too long depri v d os ref | ö 


n 


on 
« ——— — —ů ee petty . ——U—»ͥ-w —— 
' 


Hudelio once my heart poſſeſt : 


Behold the heavens how beauteous and ſerene 
Bacchus, Fove's deligh Ful bey — 
By mafor's art Hf aſpiring dome | 
Behold in a lodge awe dear brethren are met 


* *** 


Brother bucks, all attend to the theme I fall ſing — 


Britons, attend, I ſing in merry lay 


yy our leave, Laury Grogan a n 
Believe my ſighs, my tears, my dea — 


Come laſſes and lads take leave of your dads ———— 
Coming through the broom at en — 


Ceaſe rude Boreas bluſPring railer 8 
Cupid god of ſoft perſuaſion — 
Caſt my love thine eyes around 
EE <vas lovely, <vas witty, Was young 
ruel Strephon will you leave me — = — 
1 ome Jolly Bacchus, god of wine — — 
Come Colin, pride of rural ſtuaiu —— 


Charming Cuckoo, bird of ſpring 


Come rouze, brother ſportſman, the hunters all cry 
Come let us prepare | — 


Ceaſe awhile ye winds to blow — — 
Contented I am, aud contented Ill be 8 


Can love be coutroul d by advice 


8 D = 
Dear Chloe, come give me favect kiſſes 


141 
143 
144 
146 
147 
199 
213 
276 


Do you hear, brother ſportſman, the found of the horn 151 


F 


From the bill of Parnaſſus dſeend, my fair maid — 


Fair Hebe ] left with a cautious deſign. — — 
Fair Kitty, beautiful and young | LP 


A. — — 


Ere Phebus ſhall peep on the freſh-budding flow'r — 135 


L ONE OY 1 8 £209, >. MINE REF 's hd 

e, e BRA A ISR, 3 A 
% — 8 A Sy 1 * 
* 1 . Wir i * . 8 


| N is » 
He let us af 40 the bridal 1 
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216 
Hole aud Free, ſor Aae born NINE. "OW. 224 
Fervid on the glittering flood A — iz 
From Paphos fie fo ad of old T7 . 0 260 
| _ 81 
* Go, ahh my Chler s boſom grace — 113 
Give us glaſſes, my æaben et — 263 
Guardian Angels, now protect me = — 264 
Hine flands the glaſs ace To — 50 
Her ſbecp had in cluſters crept cloſe to 4 OO. ces 59 
Hither faireſt, hither haſte — 6G 
Haſte, beam ny Nine, ye Muſes, bafte — 120 
Happy i/le, all joys poſſeſſing — — 138 
How little do the landſimen knoi6 — 152 
Hark, hart ye, how echoes the horn in the wale —— 153 
Hail England, Old England, for glory renown's — 159 
He co:nes, he comes, the ; comes © — 
Hark ! the horn calls away . — 167 
Hark ! hark ! the joy-inſpiring born — x70" 
Hark ! away, *tis the merry-tou'd horn — - 219 
Hail Burgundy, thou juice divine — 236 
Hark ! bark! the buntſman ſounds his horn — 238 
Hart! lis the ewoodlark”s note, he feels the ſun —— 239 
How pleas d within my native bow'rs © 256 
Hart / the huntſman's begun to . the ſprill horn 270 
Johnny and Finny being mer — 7 
ProeJeen the ſmiling of Fortune begulling — 9 
Tf the quick Spirit of thine eye — — 10 
Jobe. you're my huſband's man you know — — 23 
Im in love æuith tawenty — — 2 — 
4 a ſecret auiſh' d: for boat — — 36 
In all mankind's promiſcuous rac. 2 — 37 
2 the morn as walk thro? the mead © — 56 


- 


(iv) 


Tn this ſhady 32 8 retreat 
1 heed nat aubile life's on the wing 


In <vine there 1s alli in this I; ife WWE can num — 


Johuzy 
Hover 5 — tyrant Lowe 


- 
4 
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Was a man's name 


In love ſhould there meet a fond pair 


In 2 ncy aur Hopes and fears 


bloom. of Jr youth ſhall it ever be fad — 


7.5 6 { will with my frvain 


IF love's a faveet paſſion, how can it torment 
In a plain pleaſant cottage conveniently neat 


In wain I [eek to calm to reſt 
In the barn the tenant cock 


| ——— 


4 xvrite to true Britons, I mean not the mem — 


—— 


L 


Lede never more ſhall give me pain 
Laſt Valentines day when bright P 


Loc vy Phillis when thau'rt kind 


Lovely virgins in your prime 
Lovely nymph aſſuage my anguiſh. 


Mater Tommy's married 
Ay daddy is a croſs old man 


Long at thy altar, god lobe 


— 


hebus 


My father and mother for ever they chide 8 
My mother oft chides me, and tells me, my dear — 


My Patie is a lover gay 
My ſoger laddie is over the ſea 


Midft ? flent ſhades and purling frreams 
My banks are all furniſh'd with bees 


My temples with cluſters of grapes ["Il entavine 
Myſelf between Venus and e DI poiſe 


N 


Near a meand'ring river”s fide 
Now farmer i in meridian height 


= 


101 
109 
111 


+ 5 Tag 


1220 
NM more in field or ſhady grove 1 L —— 93 


Nox ve are from co => rules | 
Near a thick grove, ab 3 ring ſbade— 222 


Now peeps the a. Grams o'er mountain toþ — 245. 


| 


0 
One day with 5 friends all in jollity rife — 77 
O happy hour all hours eæcelli ag —— — 87 
Once the god's of the Greeks at oe as Sr feaſt: —— 164 
O Sandy why leo thru thy Nelly to moary — 165 


On the rr cliffs of Albion Fol Fame where ſhe ſtands 179 
Old Chaucer once to this re-echoing grove — 
Old Bardi have ſung how they could boaſt * 

Oer moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, and bare 202 


O'er the heath the hei fer firays — 204 
Oh! bad I been by fate decreed „ - 248 
Ob ! how all 22 lan uage weak | — ia. 
O greedy Midas, Ts been told 249 


Oer tbe lawns, up the hills, as with ardour wwe bound 271 i 
One morning very early, one l in RIES. tees 


Phillis, the goddeſs of the te — — a * 40 
Pleaſure, goddeſs all divine — — 53 
Puliticiaus may Has.  , optomin c——_ i 
Quarh Strephon to Chloe, your charms I adare 73 
Remember Damen you did tell Pp" — 5 
Kauz d by the drum, the fignal en- — 207 
Smart Dube obe arnmms who lov 4 mivch as her life * 
Stern Winter now forfakes the plain 4 
W . — 


29 
| Shepherds 


The echoing hora calls the:ſport/man abroad 


(- vi } 
Shepherds ceaſe your ſoft complaining — —&— 
Saveet are the banks when ſpring perfumes 

Still in hopes to get the better — 
Smiling Venus, goddeſs dear — — 
Some 1 in the praiſe of a friend or a laſs — 
Stern winter once paſt, come nymphs let us haſte 

See, with roſy banners flreaming — — 
Sun burnt and ragged, mar d with ſcars and poor 
Since laws avere made for ev'ry degree 
See the conquering hero comes 
Since all /o nicely take offence — — 


Ju 


The grace of all action is ſweet Davy O — 


The pride e all nature is faveet Willy O : 


Thalia my friend | — 
Tho* man has long hoaſted an abſolute ſway 
"Tis a maxim I hold, whilſt I live to purſue | 


The filwer moon that ſhines ſo bright — 
Ten thouſand billing birds renew 

The lark proclaim d return of morn — 
T here was a clever likely laſs w—— — 


This is, fir, a jubilee — 

The /prightly horn aavakes the morn — 
There was an old man, and tho it's not common 
The god of love ſupinely dreams — 
To thee, fair freedom, {1 retire, —— 


— 
T he fields were green, the hills avere gay — 
ſeuder virginciſbun deceivders — — 


7. 
The fill Jo young, and ſcarce fifteen 


The fields now are looking /o gay — — 
To fly lile bird from grove to grove 
Fa eaſe his heart and aan his flamme — 


Tho? I reel to and fro goed liquor to finn — 


*Tawas at tbe gate of Calais, H ogarth tells — 
The ſmiling morn, Ihe breathing ſpring — 
Tell me, cruel Cupid, tell me — 3 
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Tue high-pois'd lark ſalutes the opening dawn 


Vain is the thin diſguiſe of art & : 


What harm in ſo fimple a token of low 


Warm ſout bern gates and vernal ſhowers 


The whiſtling plowman hail: the bluſhing dawn 
Thur/day in the morn the nineteenth of May . _ 
The ſun from the eaft tips the mountains with gold | 


The feſtive board was met, the ſocial band _ — 


The filwer'd moon's enamour d beam 


The chace was o er, Aeon ſought a ſeat _ 
The Lowland lads think they are fre © 
There was a jolly miller once — 
To an harbour of woodbine ye both ſhall be led 
To Phillis and Chloe and all the gay throng 
The girls of Kilkenny /o buxom and friſky 
The kind appointment Celia made 
The world, my dear Mira, is full of deceit 
The topſails ſhiver in the wind — 


9 


7 


Vulcan contrive me ſuch a cup rns 


Det of old, as ſtories have told _ 


” 
- 


When Phillis was faithful and fond as ſbe fair 
When the bright god of day — 
When Phebus begins juſt to peep o er the hills 
When an angry woman's breaſt 
When courted by Strephon what pains then he took 
While you, Felicia, heedleſs ftray 
When I think of my lad F 
With early horn ſalute the morn + 
With fwweet words and looks fo tender 
Would you a Female heart inſjire — 
ben Orphens went down to the regions below 
Yhere ſhall Celia fly for ſhelter © | 
Where the light cannot pierce, in a grove of tall trees 
When the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be fern 


— 


— 


8 


(nll 


When mighty reaft beef wwas the Engliſbman's focd 
When Bibs thought fit from the world to retreat 
When Phabus jv tops of the bills does adorn — 
With women and wine I defy eu'ry care ——= bi 
, When Britain firſt at heaven's command 
Me brethren, free maſons, let s mark the great name 
With horns and with hounds I awaken the day 
When I follow'd a laſs that was fraauard and ſby 
When 75 was reſolv'd to create the round earth 
With the pride of the garden and field 

When ſummer comes, the ſwains ou Tweed 


| „ v 
Ye Varauieſſbire ladt and ye laſſes —— 
Te blithJome lads and laſſes gay — — 
TPoung Damon to Chloe wwas telling Bis tale — 
Young Colin to our cottage came — — 
Young Strephon was an artful youth. —— 
Ze fair paſſeſs'd of every charm —— 
Ze virgin powers defend my heart | 
Ye mortals whom fancies and troubles perplex | —_ 
Ye nymphs and ye ſwains auho are youthful and gay 
Te gods ye gave to me a wiſe — — 
Tie national /chemers a while 2 me lea ue — 


| 


Ze wot ries of Bacchus, who lowe a Full flaſk 
Taung Damen with /educing a : 
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| SONG I. 
A Favourite Lavucuinc Song. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. 
MART Doll of the green, who lov'd mirth a8 


3 f 8 her life, 

Buy many a ſwain was requeſted to wife; 

1 Her figure was graceful, and comely her face, 

vet in her affections no man had ta'en place. 

4 The 'ſquire of the vill took it into his head, 

2X That he by great proffers cou'd win her to hed; . 
But all his fine artifice, Dolly thro? ſaw, 

And baulk'd the poor *ſquire with a hearty ha! ha! 


B | Next 


131 


Next Hodge of the vale all his flame did impart, 


Who knew nothing more than a plow or a cart; 
With aukward addreſs he made a ſtrange fuſs, 
Turn'd his hat o'er his thumb, and begg'd for a buſs. 
The lout fetch'd a ſigh, and cry'd *deed Doll 'tis true, 
Iſe love thee moſt woundly, Yfaith girl I do; — 


But ſhe ſlapp'd his fool's chops, and bid him withdraw); 


So ſent him away, while ſhe loud laugh'd ha! ha! 


The next was a fellow ſo fine and ſo ſpruce, 4 
Who caper'd and ſung, mong the girls play'd the deuce; 
And poor Dolly thought for to ſerve as the reſt, 
But ſhe was too ſharp, and of him made a jeſt. 
Quoth Doll, Ill ne'er wed till IJ meet with a man, 
Much leſs let a fop my affeQtions trepan ; h 
And faid ſuch a thing ſhe before never ſaw, 


But hop'd he'd excuſe it, and laugh'd out ha! ha! 


With the ladies I know *tis a primitive rule, 
Much better be plagu'd with a knave than a fool ; 
And others again this opinion impart, 


Their eyes they will pleaſe if they torture their heart. 


From theſe I diſſent, but approve of the plan | 
That Dolly laid down, till you meet with your man; 


Then your hands and your hearts may unite without law, 
And your conjugal ſtate be one ſcene of ha! ha! 
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TE NOS HOCAYT, 


A Favourite Ballad. Sung by Mrs. Smith, at Ranelagh. 


3 Compoſed by Theodore Smith. _ 

b HAT harm in ſo ſimple a token of love, 

2 I cull'd him the prime of the garden and prove ; 
He wore it freſh blooming and glitt'ring with dew, 

Vet Lucy's neglected, and William's untrue : 

1 He wore it freſh blooming, &c. 

Caan ſmiles and ſoft accents deriſion convey, 

2 No miſchief ſo ſubtle, ſo fatal as they ; 

He brags of the prize in each meadow and glade, 


And declares how he pities the helpleſs poor maid : 
se brags of the prize &c. 


3 In my quick mounting bluſhes the virgins deſcry, 
What my truth-tutor'd mind is too frank to deny ; 


And the cold hearted prudes, ah! how wary they ſhun 
| L The maiden whom frankneſs alone has undone: 
5 . And the cold hearted, &c. 


Your thoughts then, dear ſiſters, with caution conceal, 

The ſoft growing paſſion be flow to reveal; 

Diſtruſt the vain ſhepherd whoſe temper is ſuch, 

That granting a whiſper is granting too much : 
Diſtruſt the vain ſhepherd, &c, 
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SONG II. 


Ove ON Sri ine. 
Ser ty Mr. J. Probins, 
0 TERN winter now forſakes the plain, 


Enchanting nature ſmiles again ; 
The trees their foliage re- aſſume, 
And rew-born zephyrs breathe perfume : 
Where'er we turn our raviſh'd eyes, 
Luxuriant ſcenes of beauties riſe; 
The meadows now in livelier green, 


Before, a cheerleſs barren ſcene. 


Each flow'ry mead, and trembling rill, 
Each fertile vale, and ev'ry hill, 


Their various beauties now diſplay, 


And ſmile on each returning day: 

The bee, as if but now alive, 

Narly forſakes her buſhy. hive ; 
From flow'r to flow'r the inſect fleets, 


And from the bitter, culls the ſweets, 


What joy awaits the farmer's toil, 


His hours of labour to beguile; 

His Jabour's done, each e ſwain, 
Trips with his ſweetheart o'er the plain: 
On ev*'ry buſh the feather'd throng 
Return their half. forgotten ſong; 

All nature loſt in ſweet repoſe, 

The peaceful night no tumult knows, 
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SONG I 


REMFEHEMRBER Damon. 


Sung by Miſs Harper, at Marybone Gardens. 
Compoſed by Theodore Smith. 


EMEMBER Damon you did tell, 
In chaſtity you lov'd me well; 
But now alas Lam undone, 
And here am left to make my moan : 
To doleful ſhades I will remove, 
Since I'm deſpis'd by him I love; 
Where poor forſaken nymphs are ſeen 
In lonely walks of willow green. 


Upon my dear's deluding tongue. 
Such ſoft perſuaſive language hung, 
That when his words had filence broke, 
You would have thought an angel ſpoke. 
Too happy nymph, whoe'er ſhe be, 
That now enjoys my charming he; 

For oh! I fear it to my coſt, 

She's found the heart that I have loſt. 


Beneath the faireſt flow'r on earth, 

A ſnake may hide, or take it's birth; 

So his falſe breaſt conceal it did 

His heart the ſnake that there lay hid. 

»Tis falſe to ſay we happy are, 

Since men delight thus to enſnare ; 

In man no woman can be bleſt, 

Their vows are wind, their love a jeſt. 
23 
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Ye Gods, in pity to my grief, 
Send me my Damon, or relief ; 
Return the wild delicious boy, 
Whom once I thought my ſpring of joy: 
But whilſt Pm begging of this bliſs, 
Methinks I hear you anſwer thus ; 
When Damon has enjoy'd, he flies, 
Who ſees him, loves; who loves him, dies. 


eL ee K chokookockorherhoghooho Kerr 
SONG V. 
D amon AND FNILL18, 
A Paſtoral Dialogue, 
Sung by Mr. Hudſon and m_ Thomas, 


Damon. 
| Phillis was faithful and fond as ſhe's fair, 


I twiſted young roſes in wreaths for my hair. 
But ah ! the fad willow's a ſhade for-my brows, 
For Phillis no longer remembers her vows ; 3 


To the groves with young Colin the ſhepherdeſs flies, 
While Damon diſturbs the ſtill plains with his cries, 


„ PF 


Bethink thee; falſe Damon, before you upbraid, 
When Phcebe's fair lambkins had yeſterday ſtray'd, 
Thro? the woodlands you wander'd, poor Phillis forgot, 
And drove the gay rambler quite home to her cot; 

A ſwain ſo deceitful no damſel can prize, 

* [is Phoebe, not Phillis, lays claim to your ſighs. 


Ul 


Dam ON. 


1 


1 
Damon. 
Like ſummer's full ſeaſon young Phebe is kind, 
Her manners are gentle, untainted her mind; 
The ſweets of contentment her cottage adorn, 
She's fair as the roſe bud, and freſh as the morn ; 
She ſmiles like Pomona, theſe ſmiles I'd refign, 
If Phillis were faithful, and deign'd to be mine. 


* 


| PhILLIs, 
On the tabor young Colin fo prettily plays, 


He ſings me ſweet ſonnets, and writes in my praiſe ; 

He choſe me his true love laſt Valentine's day, 

When birds ſat like bridegrooms all pair'd on the ſpray ; 
Yet I'll drive the gay ſhepherd far far from my mind, 

If Damon the rover were conſtant and kind, 


DAMO. 


Fine folks, my ſweet Phillis, may revel and range, 
But fleeting 's the pleaſure that's founded on change; 
Ikn the villager's cottage ſuch conſtancy ſprings, 

That peaſants with pity may look down on kings. 

To the church then let's. haſten, our tranſports to bind, 
And Damon will always prove faithful and kind. 


NT 


SONG VE. 
FAIR PLA V. 
The Ward by T. R. Set 10 Muſic by W. C. 


OHNNY and Jenny being met, 
To make a party at piquet; 
She play'd her game with ſo much art, 


As captivated Johnny's heart : 
9 5 B 4 EL Sweet 


8} 


Sweet converſe he propos'd for eaſe, 
The fair reply'd, &en as you pleaſe, 


From this ſucceſs the youth made bold, 


His inward ſecrets to unfold ; 3 1 
That love had ſeiz'd his tender breaſt, 3 
And Jenny all his thoughts poſſeſt; > 2M 
Muſt die if ſhe refus'd him eaſe, | 2 
Still ſhe reply'd, een as you pleaſe. | 1 


Accuſtom'd to a maiden's wiles, 

He meets her unconcern with ſmiles : 

Vows, that in ſpite of all her plan, | 5 
He muſt and would be ſtill the man: | | 
Would in his turn begin to teaze,  . 

Yet ſhe reply'd, e'en as you pleaſe, 

*Tis all a joke, young Johnny cries, 

I read your paſlion in your eyes; 

Straight will I take the licence out, : 
And ſee if then you'll be as ſtout ; 
Either herſelf or him to eaſe, 

Still ſhe reply'd, e'en as you pleaſe, 


Now caught in midſt of all her game, | 
Laughing ſhe owns him not to biame; 5 
And from a practis'd lover's ſchool, 

Gives to the men this certain rule; | 7B 
Would they obtain the fair with eaſe, = 
Teach them to liſp, e'en as you pleaſe, 
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SONG VI. 
THE FLOWERS of THE FOREST. 
A Favourite Scots Song. 
VE ſeen the ſmiling 


4 | Of fortune beguiling, 

3 | Pve felt all it's favours, and found it's decay; 
3 Sweet were it's bleſſings, 

1 Moſt kind it's careſſings, 

BZ But now they are fled, are fled all away. 4 


Pve ſeen the foreſt, 
Adorned the foremoſt, 

With flow'rs of the faireſt, moſt pleaſant and gay, 
Sae bonny their blooming, 

ſe Their ſcent ſae perfuming, 

XZ But now they are wither'd and wade all away. 


1 Pve ſeen the morning, 

1 With gold hills adorning, 

Yet loud te mpeſts ſtorming before middle day ; 8 
Pve ſeen Tweed ſtreaming, 
With ſun beams all ſhining, 

Grow drumly and black as he roll'd on his way. 
O fickle fortune, 
Why this cruel ſporting,. 

Why ſtilll thus perplex us poor ſons of a ys = 
No more your frowns fear me, 
No more your ſmiles cheer me, 

The flowers of the foreſt are wade all away: 
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A. Song for two Voices. Set by Rd, Bride. 


F the quick ſpirit of thine eye, 

Now languiſh and anon muſt die, 
If ev'ry ſweet and ev'ry grace, | 
Muſt fly from that forſaken face ; | i 
Then let us, Celia, reap our joys, 
E'er time ſuch goodly fruit deſtroys. 


Or if the golden fleece muſt grow, 

For ever free from aged ſnow, 

If thoſe bright ſuns muſt know no ſhade, 
Nor your freſh beauty ever fade; 


g Then fear not, Celia, to beſtow, 
= What ftiil, if gather'd, till muſt grow. 
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SONG IX. 
SWEET Davy O. 

e to a favourite Air in the Jubilee, called 
SW RET WILLY O. | 


== HE grace of all action is Sweet Davy O, 
g The pride of all action is Sweet N O, 
He pleaſes or pains, 
As nature complains, 
None ever was like to the Sweet Davy O: 
14 . He pleaſes, &c. 
= 7 - on He 


[ 11 ] 


He plays it ſo rarely the Sweet Davy O, 
Whenever he plays, 
The ſoul's in amaze, 

None e'er acted like to the Sweet Davy O. 


Each paſſion obey'd him, the Sweet Davy O, 
Wherever he came, 
The hardieſt frame, 

Felt joy, grief and rapture from Sweet Davy on 


He would be an actor, the Sweet Davy O, 
When led on the ſtage, 
By laughter or rage, 

No heart can reſiſt the divine Davy O. 


All Nature ſpeaks through him, the Sweet uy O. 
When Davy ſhall die, 
| How nature will ſigh,” | 
To part with all pleaſure in Sweet Davy O. 


Love AND ͤ Music. 
4 Set to Mufic by T. Coſtellow. 1 0 


HEN the bright god of day 
Drove to weſtward each ray, 
And the ev'ning was charming and clear ;; 
The ſwallows amain, 
Nimbly ſkim o'er the plain, 
And our ſhadows like giants appear. 


B& Tn 


* 
In a jeſſamine bow'r, 
When the bean was in flow'r, 


And zephyr breath'd odours around; 


Lovely Sylvia was ſat, S 
With a ſong and ſpinnet, 


To charm all the grove with the ſound. 


Raæſy bowers ſhe ſung, 
While the harmony rung, — 
And the birds they all Huttering ſive 3 ; 
Th' induftrious bees, 
From the flowers and trees, 
Gently hum with the ſweets to their hive.. 


The gay god of love, 
As he rang'd o'er the grove, 
By zephyr conducted along ; 
As ſhe touch'd o'er the ſtrings, 
He beat time with his wings,, 
And eccho repeated the ſong. 


O ye rovers beware, 
How you venture too near, 

s Love doubly is arm'd for to wound; 
Your fate you can't ſhun, 

And you're ſurely undone, 


If you raſhly approach near the ſound. 


(74341 
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SONG X. 
| SWEET WILLI O. 
As performed at the 7. heatre-Royal in DRuURy-Lane, 
in the Entertainment of the JUBILEE. 


HE pride of all nature was Sweet Willy O, 
1 The pride of all nature was Sweet Willy O, 
3 The firſt of all ſwains, 
3 | He gladden'd the plains, 
None ever was like to the Sweet Willy O: 

The firſt, &c. 


Ile ſung it ſo rarely did Sweet Willy O, 
2 He melted each maid, 
So ſkillful he play'd, 
No ſhepherd e'er pip'd like the Sweet Willy O. 


All nature obey'd him the Sweet Willy O, 
| Wherever he came, 


8 Whate'er had a name, | £ 
Whenever he ſung follow'd Sweet Willy O. 


He would be a ſoldier the Sweet Willy O, 
2 When arm'd in the field, 

F With ſword and with ſhield, 
The laurel was won by the Sweet Willy O. 


He charm'd them when living, the Sweet Willy O, 
And when Willy dy'd, 
= = Twas nature that ſigh'd, 

= To part with her all in her Sweet Willy O. 


2 SONG 
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SONG XI. 


THE WARWICEKSHIRE LAD, 


- 
* 


As performed at the Theatre-Royal in DRURT-LANI, 


in the Entertainment of the JUBILLEE. 


E Warwickſhire lads and ye laſſes, 

See what at our Jubilee paſſes; 
Come revel away, rejoice and be glad, 
Come revel away, rejoice and be glad, 
For the lad of all lads was a Warwickſhire lad; 
' Warwickſhire lad, 
All be glad, 


For the! lad of all lads was a Warwickſhire lad. 


Be proud of the charms of your county, 
Where nature has laviffi'd her bounty; | 
Where much has been given, and ſome to be ſpar'd, 
For the bard of all bards was a Warwickſhire bard ; 
Warwickſhire bard, 
Never pair'd, 
For the bard of all bards was a Warwickſhire land. 


Our Shake ſpeare compintdis to no man, 
Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman;. 
Their ſwans are all geeſe to the Avon's ſweet ſwan, 
For the man of all men was a Warwickſhire man; 
_ Warwickſhire man, 
Avon's ſwan, 


For the man of all men was a Warwickſhire man. 
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Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 
And half a ſcore more we take pride in; 
Of famous Will Congreve we boaſt too the ſkill, 
But the Will of all Wills was a Warwickſhire Wills 
Warwickſhire Will, 
Matchleſs ſtill, 
But the Will of all Wills was a Warwickſhire Will. 


L 


As ven'ſon is very inviting, 
To fteal it our bard took delight in; 
To make his friends merry he never was lag, 
For the wag of all wags was a Warwickſhire wag ; 
Warwickſhire wag, 
Ever brag, 
For the wag of all wags was a Warwickſhire Wag. 
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There never was ſure ſuch a creature, 
Of all ſne was worth he robb'd nature; 
He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her grief, 
For the thief of all thieves was a Warwickſhire thief; 
Warwickſhire thief, | 
He's the chief, 
For the thief oy all thieves was a Warwickſhire thief, 
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As a relique I kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine, 


Ve curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, | 
Jo root out the natives at prices ſo dear. | 
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SONG XII. 


\ 


TRE MuLBERRY TIE. 


EH OLD this fair gables, 'twas cary'd from the 
tree, 
Which, oh! my 3 Shakeſ peare, was dM phued by thee 3 . 


What comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine; 
What comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine. 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry tree; 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry tree; 
Bend to thee, bleſs'd mulberry, 
Bend to thee, bleſs'd mulberry, - 
Matchleſs was he who planted thee, 
And thou like him immortal ſhall be; 
And thou like os A ſhall be. 
Ye trees of the foreſt ſo mma ani TRY 


Who ſpread round - your branches, whoſe heads ſweep 
the Iky 3 ; 


All ſhall yield, &c. 


The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, Mi 
Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our coaſt ; = 
Of the fir we make ſhips, there are thouſands that fight, 


But one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write. 1 
- All ſhall yield, &c. | F 


Let 


; 1 

et Venus delight in her gay myrtle bowers, 
Pomona in fruit trees, and Flora in flowers ; 

The garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 
With the ſweeteſt of flowers and the faireſt of fruit. 


9 


9 All ſhall yield, &c. 
* 1 With learning and knowledge the well-letter'd birch, 
+ Supplies law and phyſic, and grace for the church; 


But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 


And he gives the beſt phyſic for body and mind 
"| All ſhall yield, &c. 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree, 

From him and his merits this takes it's degree: 

ig Give Phœbus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 

he tree of our Shakeſpeare is fill more divine. 
9 All ſhall yield, &c. 


15 La; the genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bnght day, 
7 More rapture than wine to the heart can convey ; 
so the tree which he planted by making his own, 

1 Has the laurel and bays and the vine all in one. 

27 All ſhall yield, &c. 


Then each take a relique of this hallow'd tree, 
From folly and faſhion a charm let it be; 
Fill, fill to the planter the cup to the brim, 
To honour your country do honour to him. 

All ſhall yield, &c. 
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SONG XIV. 
WnIMSICAL AGE. 


HALIA my friend, 
From Parnaſſus deſcend, 
And ſmile on my frolickſome page ; 
Let the winds catch the found, 
And convey it around, 
That we laugh at this whimſical age. 
Tol de rol de rol lol lol lol lol. 


While for freedom we ſing, 
And ſtill make the air ring, 

See yet how the patriots engage; 
At war with each other, 
Each abuſes his brother, 


Sure this is a whimſical age, 
Tol de rol, &c. 


'Tho? we rail at court knaves, 
And baſe hireling ſlaves, = 
Who for gold would great Jove e'en engage; 
Vet England's true friends, 
Let ſuch knaves gain their ends, 
Sure this is a whimſical age, 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Our Wilkes and our Horne, 
Names bright as the morn, 
Fer poiſon'd by malice and rage; 


MMM Ne doo oxveo ome anemone as exe et wo ves te ne ep ne te 
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. 
Now with rancour and ſpite, 
Like curs, ſnarl and bite, 


ure this is a whimfical age. 
'F Tol de rol, &c. 


4 Thro' the land beats the drum, 
1 Britiſh tars cry we come, 
5 The proud haughty Dons to engage; 
| Vet the r—l intention 

Deſigns a convention, 


© Sure this is a whimſical age. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Ships are fitted in haſte, 
5 And our treaſure runs waſte, 
1 War, war, is the nation's preſage; 
| Yet all this expence 

Is mere puff and pretence, 
© Sure this is a whimſical age. 


Tol de rol, &c. 


View the vicious, not great, 
Employ'd in the ſtate, 


One day this is in, 

And the next out again, 
Sure this is a whimſical age. 
& | Tol de rol, &c. 


1 No longer for ſhame, | 
-F Let the muſe this proclaim, 
Drop all party diſſention and rage; 


i | And ſtrut like dreſs'd fools on the * 3 


_ Chuſe 


120 J 


Chuſe each ſtateſman that's fit, 
Like a Camden or Pitt, 
And crown this the happieſt age. 
| Tol de rol, c. 


Then Britannia ſhall riſe, 
All refulgent and wiſe, 
And with glory fill every page; 
Each heart ſhall rejoice, 
And reſound ev'ry voice, 
This is England's. Old Englabd'$, beſt > age: 
To! de rol, &c. 
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SONG XV. 
Ax AbbaEss To THE Town, 
On Mr. Williams's opening Finch's Grotto Gardens. 
Written by Mr. A. Smith, and Jung by Mr. Baruſhaw, | 4 
Mr. Smith, Mi/s Dowſon, and Maſter Suet. 1 
G AI N the ſummer ſeaſon ſuits, 
Once more the flow'ry train appear, 
Strewing the earth with plants and roots, 
And feather'd nations hail the year. 
Cho. While the tenant of this ſpot, 
Hopes you'll crown his _—_ cot, 


To gain your favour if he can, 
With this his little farm to dreſs : 
Good wine and muſic is his plan, 
Your ſmiles determine his ſucceſs. 
Cno. Dis theſe will crown this fairy ſpot, 
Make him r in his cot. 


1 27 ] 
And tho! no ſpacious walks are found, 
No mantling vines nor myrtles green; 
| Yet here good humour may abound, —_— 
And mirth and pleaſure cloſe the ſcene. 


Cano. Your ſmiles our cottager will eaſe, 
And his fears muſt ever ceaſe. 


XZ Een hermits have from cells recluſe, > 
Made lovely ſpots from barren lands; 

And time may here the ſame produce, 
Encourag'd by your foſt'ring hands. 

Cho. Smile then ye patrons of this ſpot, 
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4 Fail the tenant in his cot. 
4 For us, who do his welfare ſhare, 
Our beſt endeavours: ſure are due; 
And all our ſtudy, all our care, 
Alone hall be to pleaſure you, 6-25 
Cuo. Tis joy ſhall then our labour crown, 
Prov'd by you, by you, THE TOWN, _- v4 
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SONG XVI. 
Taz HumMouRs Or a CounTRY Wa K E. 
Hy Ee You 
OME laſſes and lads, take leave of your dads, 
And away to the maypole hie; 


For every ſhe, has got her a he, 
And a fidler ſtanding bj. 
There's Nanny bas got her Jack, and Jenny has got 
her Joe, 
T0) jig it, to jig it, to jig it, to Jig it, to jig it, to and fro. 
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Strike up, ſays Wat, agreed, ſays Kate, u 
I pray the fidler play; 

Content, ſays Hodge, and fo, ſays Madge, 8 1] 
For this is a holiday : : 1 

Then every man began to foot it round about, 

And every maid did jetty it, jetty it, jetty it, in and out. 


You're out, ſays Dick, you lie, ſays Nick, 3 
The fidler plays it falſe ; LESS | N 
So, ſays Hugh, and ſo, ſays Sue, 1 
And ſo, ſays nimble Al'ce. 1 

The fidler then began to play the tune again, 
And every maid did trip it, did trip it, did tri p it, 
unto the men. = 


Let's kiſs, ſays Nan, content, ſays Jane, = 
And ſo ſays every ſhe; | 1 

How many, ſays Nat, why three, ſays Matt, 
For this is a maiden's fee. 


| But they inſtead of three, did give them half a ſcore, 
The men in kindneſs did give them, did give them, 


did give them, as many more. 


Then after an hour, they trip'd to a bower, | 
To play for ale and cakes; 3 
And kiſſes too, until they were due; 7 

The maidens held the flakes. 4 
The women then began to quarrel with the men, 
And bid them to take their kiſſes back, and give them 
their own again. 


e 


Thus they ſat until it was late, 
And tir'd the fidler quite, 
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With ſinging and playing, without an y paying, 32 
From morning until night. 

They told the fidler then, they'd pay him for his play, 

And each gave two-pence, gave two- pence, gave two- 


pence, and went their way. 


2 Good EAT ſays Cis, NO night, ſays Pr iſs, 

XZ Good night, ſays Harry to Doll, 

4 Good night, ſays John, good night, ſays Joun, 

= Good night, ſays every one. 

Some ran, ſome went, ſome ſtay d, ſome tarry'd by the 
way 3 

Each bound themſelves, in Kiſſes twelve, to meet the 


t, 
next holiday. 
SONG XVII. 
For tauo Voices. ; 
1 O HN you're my huſband's man you know, 


Why ſhould you ſerve your miſtreſs fo; 

= You make me breathleſs ; hear's good gear, 

9 What if your maſter now was here; 

XZ Oh! then, good John, be quiet and be gone, 

| For yet yet yet yet yet yet yet you're an honeſt man. 
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= Good my dear what go you about; 

Y What woman's able to hold out; 

XZ You put me to my ſhifts ſo faſt, 

That Jong I fear I ſhall not laſt; 

Oh! now, good John, be quiet and gone, 

For yet yet yet yet yet yet yet you're an honeſt man. 


3 | Will 
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For nothing's like a plenty. 
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Will you not leave, alas I Faint, 
This is enough to undo a faint ; 
Your maſter comes, for ſhame away, 


What ſhall I do, what ſhall Fayz s 3 
Oh! now good John, be quiet and gone, | R 
For now now now now now now now you're an honek| iz 
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SONG XVII. 


VARIETY 1s CHARMING. 


Min love with twenty, 
I'm in love with twenty, 
And could adore 


As many more, 


Variety 1s charming, 
Variety is charrming, 
For conſtancy 
Is not for me, 


So ladies you have warning, 


He that has but one love, 


Looks as poor CCC 


As any boor, 


Or like a man with one glove. 
Variety, &c. 


Not the fine regalia 
Of eaſtern kings, 
: The poet ſings, 
But oh! the fine ſeraglio. 
Variety, &c. 


Girls 
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Girls grow old and ugly, i 


And cant inſpire 

The ſame deſire, 

As when they're yonng and ſmugly. 
* ariety, &c. 


wu has Cupid pinions, 

If not to fly 
$ Through all the ky, 
1 And ſee his favourite minions. 
= - Variety, &c. 


4 Love was born of Beauty, 
| And when ſhe goes, 
4 The Urchin knows, 
Jo follow is his duty. 
Voariety, &c. 
3 + +: 184-8}0 2016 x 
1 FEMALE LIBER REOAIN' p. 


A 4 Seng. Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Brewſter, 


H O? man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway, 
While woman's hard fate was lo Ve, honour, 
x obey; 
3 At length over wedlock fair liberty dawns, 
And the lords of creation muſt pull in their horns ; 
For Hymen among ye proclaims his decree, 
When huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 


E | Away with your doubts, your furmiſes, and Kan 
| Tis Venus beats up for her gay volunteers; 
S Enliſt 


irls 
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Enliſt at her banner, you'll vanquiſh with eaſe, 
And make of your huſbands what creatures you pleaſe ; 
To arms then, ye fair ones, and let the world ſee, 


When huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 


'The rights of your ſex, wou'd you e er ſee reſtor d, 
Your tongues ſhou'd be us'd as a two edged {word ; 


That ear piercing weapon each huſband muſt dread, 


Who thinks on the marks you may place on his head : : 


'Then wiſely unite, till the men all agree, 
That woman, dear woman, ſhall ever be free. 


No more ſhall the wife, all meek as a lamb, 

Be ſubje& to, Zounds, do you know who I am; 
Domeſtic politeneſs ſhall flouriſh again, 

When women take courage to govern the men; 
Then ſtand to your charter, and let the world ſee, 


| Tho' huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 


deere 
SONG XX. | 


A FAVOURITE SCOTCH Sons, 


Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauhall: 


1 OVE never more ſhall give me pain, 
My fancy's fix'd on thee | 


Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 


My Peggy if thou die. 
Thy beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 


Thy love ſo true to me: | 
Without thee I ſhall never live, ; 


My deary if thou die. - 


1 

If fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, 
# How ſhall I lonely ſtray; 
In dreary dreams the nights I'll waſte, 
In ſighs the ſilent day. 
3 I ne'er can ſo much virtue find, 8 
1 Nor ſuch perfection ſee; 
Then I'll renounce all woman-kind, 

My Peggy after thee. 


WS. r 
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No new blown beauty fires my breaſt 
Wich Cupid's raving rage; 
But thine, which can ſuch ſweets impart, 
Muſt all the world engage. 
»Twas this that, like the morning fun, 
Gave joy to life and me; 
And when it's deſtin'd day is done, 
With Peggy * me die. 


Ye pow'rs that ſmile on virt'ous love, 8 
And in ſuch pleaſures ſhare ; | 
You, who it's faithfal flames approve, 
With pity view the fair. 
Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, 
Thoſe charms ſo dear to me; 
Oh! never rob them from thofe arms, 
I'm loſt if Peggy die. 


sass 44a, 


SONG XXI. 
Tun $1LELS Sxnoovped. LASS IE. 
OMING through the broom at &en, 


And coming through the bree ſae dreary, ; 
The laſſie loſt her ſilken ſnood, 2 


5 Which coſt her many a blurt and blear eye. : 
ii Þ | C's | Pair 
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Fair her hair, and brent her brow, 
And bonny blew her e'en when near ye; 
The mair I priv'd her bonny mou, | 5 
The mair I wiſh'd her for my deary. _ 


The broom was lang, the laſſſe gay, 
And Oh! but I was unco cheary ; 

The ſnood was tint, a well a-day, | 
For mirth was turn'd to blurt and blear-eye, 


I preſs'd her hand, ſhe ſigh'd, I wood, | 
And ſpeer'd what gars ye ſob my deary; | ; 
Quoth ſhe, I've loſt my ſilken ſnood, 
And never more can look ſae cheary. 


I ſaid, ne'er mind the ſilken ſnood, 

Nae longer mourn, nor look ſae dreary ; 
I'Il buy you ane that's twice as good, 

If you'll conſent to be my deary. 


Quoth ſhe, if you will aye be mine, 1 | "Þ 
Nae mair the ſnood ſhall make me dreary ; B 
I vow'd, I ſeal'd, and bleſs'd the time, 2 / 
'That in the broom I met my dowry: | 3 | 


0000000090000000000009000000000 
SONG XXII. 


| AMORET. 
Set 4 John Rutherford. 


AIN is the thin diſguiſe of art, 
That ſtrives to hide a lover's heart; 
No gui! le, no cunning can conceal, 


The ſelf-betraying flames I feel: 


"©, 


3 | What to the world has long been known; 
My ſtarting tears, my looks of woe; 

XZ Theſe and a thouſand ſymptoms prove, 
That much I ſuffer, much I love. 


Then Amoret no longer feign 


Ah! who but marks when thou art by, 


1 The frequent changes of my cheek, 
The fighs that from my boſom break; 
© Theſe and a thouſand ſymptoms tell, 
34 Tis Amoret I love fo well. 


1.9 J 


Forc'd as I am at length to own, 


My folded arms, my foot-ſteps ſlow, 


Thyſelf a ſtranger to my pain; 
Do thou appear no longer blind 
To what is ſeen my all mankind : 


The langour of my doting eye ; 


SONG XXIII. 
Tut CnosEn SHEPHERDESS, 


HEPHERD would' thou here obtain _ 
O Pleaſure unalloy'd with pain; | 
Joy that ſuits the rural ſphere, 
Gentle ſhepherd lend an ear. 
Artleſs deed, and fimple dreſs, 
Mark the choſen ſhepherdeſs. 


Learn to reliſh calm delight, 
Verdant vales and fountains bright; 
Trees that nod on ſloping hills, 
Caves that eccho tink'ling rills. 
Artleſs deed, &c. g 
- „ ; If 


E 
If thou can'ſt no charms diſcloſe, 
In the ſimpleſt bud that blows; 


Go, forſake thy plain and fold, 


Join the croud, and toil for gold. 
Artleſs deed, &c. | 


Tranquil pleaſures never cloy, 
Baniſh each tumultuous joy, 
All but love ; for love inſpires 
Fonder wiſhes, warmer fires. 


Artleſs deed, &c. 


Love and all it's joys be thine, 

Yet eber thou the reigns reſign ; 

Hear what reaſon ſeems to ſay, 

Hear attentive, and obey. 
Artleſs deed, &c. 


Crimſon leaves the roſe adorn, 

But beneath them lurks a thorn; 

Fair and flow'ry is the brake, 

Yet it hides the vengeful lore, 
Artleſs deed, &c. 


Think not ſhe, whoſe empty pride 

Dares the fleecy garb deride 

Think not ſhe, who, light and vain, 

Scorns the ſheep, can love the ſwain. 
Artleſs deed, Ec, 

Let not hers let not pride, 

Draw thee from ſuch charms aſide ; 

Have not thoſe their proper ſphere, 

Gentler paſſions triumph here, 


Artleſs deed, KC, 


Þ 96 3 


see, to ſweeten thy repoſe, 
The bloſſom buds, the fountain flows; 
Lo! to crown thy heathful board, 
All that milk and fruits afford. 
Artleſs deed, &c. 


Seek no more, the reſt is vain,. 

Pleaſure ending ſoon in pain; 

Anguiſh lightly gilded ofer ; 

Cloſe thy wiſh and ſeek no more. 
Artleſs deed, &c. 


EFFFFFFFFFF 
SONG XXIV. 
SPRING. 


Sung by Maſter Cheney at Marybone Gardens. _ 


ARM ſouthern gales and vernal ſhow'rs, 
Each landſcape fills with herbs and flow'ts 3 
The foreſt, meadow, hill, and dale, = 
"Z The univerſal bounty hail. 

1 The foreſt, &c. 


Swains and nymphs with roundelay, 

Come and join the vocal ſpray, 

With gleeful notes your voices raiſe 

To ſpring, in ſongs of boundleſs praiſe. 
With gleeful, &c. 
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SONG XXV. 
LAuon AT THE Times. 
The Words by Mr. Oakman. 
ROM the Hill of Parnaſſus deſcend, my fair maid, 
And lend to thy ſervant Thalia, thine aid. 
Give grace to my numbers, and ſmile on my ſong, 
And the true laugh of humour extend to the throng ; 
Bring frolick and fancy to crown my fond rhimes, 
And Pl jocundly ſing, and I'll laugh at the times, 


What a medley of mortals around us appear, 

The patriot, the parſon, the poet, the peer, 

- The ruſtical clown, and the phyſical prig, 

And the tun-belly'd citizen wonderful big! 
With others who finely would fill up my mimes, 

To make us all ſing, and all laugh at the times. 


At the London behold the true patriots meet, 

All brimful of honour, in Biſhopſgate ſtreet: 

Huzza for fair freedom, dear liberty ſpeaks, 

Fill thy trumpet, O fame, and ſwell cut thy lank cheeks ; 
That theſe patriots accuſe now each other of crimes, | 
To make us all fing, and to laugh at the times, 


Rub a dub goes the drum, with the ſtandard rear'd high! 
See the Jack tars advance, Spain to conquer or die; 
Their infolent carriage each Briton og; | 
And the nation re-ecchoes to arms ! boys to arms ! 
Yet a royal convention our ſtateſmen ſublimes, 

W hich will ſerve us to ſing, and to laugh at the times. 


To 
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To fight with the foe is now deem'd a great ſin, 

But our wrangling at home is not heeded a pin; 

Let the child mourn his father, her huſband the wife, 
Each a ſacrifice made to political ſtrife; | 1 
Tho' theſe we muſt own are the worſt of all crimes, 
Yet they'll ſerve us to laugh, no, to cry at the times. 


Tho' humble the bard, may his wiſhes prevail, 

No malice invade us, no ſlander aſſail; 

Let honours bright beam gild the rays of the morn, * 
And freedom, old England's bleſt iſland adorn ; | 


I et our virtues advance, and be baniſh'd our crimes, 


And then we'll all ſing, and will laugh with the times. 


SHEET IOC IEICE 


4 Hunting Song. 
Hark! To TH Woops. 


HEN Phœbus begins juſt td peep o'er the bills, 
With horns we awaken the day; | 
And rouſe brother ſportſmen, who fluggiſhly ſleep, 
With hark ! to the woods hark ! away : 
See the hounds are uncoupled in muſical cry, 
How ſweetly it eccho's around; 
And high mettled ſteeds with their neighings all b 
With pleaſure to eccho the found. 


Behold when fly reynard, with W and dread,, 
At diſtance o'er hillocks doth bound; 

The pack on the ſcent fly with rapid career, 
Hark! the horns ! O how ſweetly they. ſound :: 


* 1 
Now on to the ehace, o'er hills and o'er dales, 
All dangers we nobly defy ; 


Our nags are all ſtout, and our ſports we'll purſue, 
With ſhouts that reſound to the ſky. 


But ſee how he lags, all his arts are in vain, 
No longer with ſwiftneſs he ſſies; 
Each hound in his fury determines his fate, 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on and dies: 
With ſhouting and joy we return from the field, 
With drink crown che ſports of the day; 
Then to reſt we recline, till the horn calls again, 
Then away to the woodlands, away. 
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SON G. XXVII. 


MAKE HAT WHILST THE SUN SHINES, 


Set by Mr. Hudſon. 


IS a maxim I hold, whilſt I live to. purſue, . 
Not a thing to defer, which to-day I can do: 
This piece of good council attend to, I pray, 
For while the ſun ſhines is the time to make hay. 


Attend the dear nymph to an arbour or grove, 
In her ear gently pour the ſoft poiſon of love: 
With kiſſes and preſſes your rapture convey, 

For while the ſun ſhines is the time to make hay. 


If Chloe is kid and gives ear to your plaint, 
Declare your whole ſentiments free from reſtraint: 
Enforce your petition, and make no delay, 

For while the ſun ſhines is the time to make hay. 


r* 

But ſhould you the preſent occaſſon let paſs, 
The world may with juſtice proclaim you an aſs: 
Then briſkly attack her, if longer you ſtay, 

The ſun may not ſhine,. and you cannot make hay. 


F 
SONG XXV III. 


THE Pires 


HE ſilver moon that ſhines ſo bright, 
3 I ſwear with reaſon is my teacher; 3. 
2M And if my minute glaſs runs right, 
We've time to drink another pitcher. 
It's not yet day, it's not yet day, 
1 Then why ſhould we forſake good liquor 
7 Until the ſun beams round us play, 
1 A Let's jocund puſh about Wo pitcher.. 


bey ſay that I muſt work all day, 

And ſleep at night, to grow much. richer ; 5. 

But what is all the world can ſay, 

Compar'd to mirth,. my friend, and pitchers. 
It's not yet day, &c. . 


Tho” one may boaſt a handſome wife, 

Vet ſtrange vagaries may bewitch * 
Dnvex'd I live a chearful life, | 

And: boldly call for t'other pitcher. 


It's not yet * &c. 


I dearly love a hearty man, 
* 3 milkſop Jemmy Twitclier 5; 
C Who 


1 
Who loves a laſs, and loves a cann, 


And boldly calls for t'other . | 
It's not yet day, &c. | 
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SONG XXX. 
THE RELENTING GHEPHERDESS. 


Sung by Miſs Cowper at Vauxhall, 


N a ſecret wiſh'd for bow'r, 
With fair Jenny playing, 
Jockey paſt the noon-tide hour, 
Both had been a maying : 
Love had made the ſhepherd bold, 
And her charms were killing; 
Vet the nymph was coy and cold, 
Never to be willing. 
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How can pro Jockey gain, 
All the Joys of leiſure; 

Ev'ry art he tries in vain, 
Jenny's deaf to pleaſure : 

Now to leave her ſeems inclin'd, 
Says hell fly to Molly; 

He prefers the nymph that's kind, 
Pride is nought but folly. 
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Fearing to be left alone, 
jenny grew relenting; 
Rather than have Jockey gone, 
Sweet ſhe ſmil'd conſenting : 


* 


4 Tis as well, ſays ſhe, to ſtay, FEE 8 
Parting is but ſorrow ; 2 LES 


Love ſhall conquer here to-day, 
Rivals may to- morrow. 


> o000000000000 COOOOLOOOO 
; g SONG MX 
SOMETHING N ew. 


Sung by Miſ Davies at Vauxhall. . 


N all mankind's promiſcuous race, 
The ſons of error urge their chace, 

The wond'rous to purſue; 

And both in country and in town, 

The curious courtier, cit, and denn. 

Solicit ſomething new. 71 


5 
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1 } The poets ſtill from nature take, 

And what is ready made they make, 

4 1 Hiſtorians muſt be true; 

How therefore ſhall we find a road, 

| Thro' diſſertation, ſong, or ode, 

To give you ſomething new. 


They ſay virginity is ſcaree, 

As any thing in proſe or verſe, 
And fo is honour too; 

The papers of the day imply, 

No more than that we live and die, 
And pay for ſomething new. 


Wee ſee alike the woeful dearth, 
In melancholy, or in mirth, 
Then what ſhall ladies do; 


18 1 
Seek virtue as th' immortal prize, 
In fine, be honeſt and be wiſe, 
For that is ſomething new. 


SONG XXXI. 


BLACK SLO VE x. 


AST Valentine's day when bright Phœbus ſhone 
clear, 
J had not been hunting for more than a year; 
Taleo taleo taleo taleo. 


T mounted black Sloven, o'er the road made 1 bound, . 


For I heard the hounds challenge, _ Rows TY 


ſound. 
'Taleo taleo taleo taleo taleo ne ls, 


Hallow into covert, old Anthony cries, + 
No ſooner he ſpoke, but the wy fir, he ſpies 3 
Tale, -le. 
This being the ſignal, he then crack'd his whip,. 
Taleo was the word, and away we did on 
Taleo, &c. 


Then up rides Dick Dawſon, who car'd not a pin, 

He ſprang at the drain, but his horſe tumbled 3 in; 
Taleo, &c. 

And as he crept out, why he ſoya the old ren', 


With his tongue hanging out, _— Yorke to his den- 


Taleo, &c. 


Our hounds and our horſes were eye as good, 
As ever broke covert, or daih'd thro? tbe. cron 
Taleo, '&C. | 


Old 


— = 
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old Reynard runs hard, but muſt certainly die, 


Have at you, old Tony, Dick Dawſon did cry. 
Taleo, & c. 


{ | — 
The hounds they had run twenty miles now or more; 
Old Anthony fretted, he curs'd too and ſwore ; 

Taleo, &Cc. 
But Reynard being ſpent, ſoon muſt give up the ghoſt, 
Which will heighten our joys, when we come to each 

toaſt. 
Taleo, &c. 


The day's ſport being over, the horns we will ſound;. 

To the jolly fox-hunters let eccho reſound ; 7 
Taleo,. &c. 

So fill up your glaſſes, and chearkilly drink, 

To the honeſt true ſportſman who never will firink. 

Taleo, &c. 


r 


SONG XXXII. 
Ye BLIITRSOMGE Laps. 
Set by H. Walton. 


v blichſome lads and laſſes gay, 
Come liſten to my tale, 
As I one evening ſleeping lay, 
Within the flow'ry vale : 
Young Jockey, paſling thro? the _ 
By chance did me eſpy, 
He took his bonnet. off his head, 
And gently ſat down by. 


40 


The ſwain tho? I moſt dearly priz'd, 
Vet now I wou'd not know, 
But with a frown my face diſguis'd, 
And ſtrove away to go: 
But fondly he till nearer preſt, 
And at my feet did lie, 
His beating heart it thump'd ſo faſt, 
I thought the lad would die. 


. 


But ſtill reſolving to deny, 
I ̃ be ſurer him to gain, 

I bid the love- ſick Jockey fly, 
In words of high diſdain: 
He left me never to return, 

And to young Jenny flew, 

While I my folly daily mourn, 
! For lighting one ſo true. 
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SONG XXXIII. 
PHILILISõò. 
Set by H. Walton. | . 
HILLIS, the goddeſs of the plain. 
Admir'd by ev'ry youthful ſwain, | 
Who. us'd to laugh at Cupid's dart, 


And fcorn each captivated heart; | | p 
To Strephon now hath giv'n her own, ö 
And filent doth it's loſs bemoan. | FEY ] 


Tho? now tis paſt, there was a times, 
When 1 lov'd her, as fhe loves him; | ( 


L 4 ] 
But when I knelt and told my pain, 
With frowns ſhe ſent me back again, 


And told me each returning day, 
Wou'd help to wear my chains away. 


Since now, dear Phillis, thou art caught, 
Pray uſe the precepts you have taught; 
Convince me that your chains decay, 

As each new hour rolls away; 

Then I your dictates will purſue, 

And die content as well as you. 
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SONG XXXIV. 


TAE CavuTious Mad. 


E N thouſand billing birds renew 
The warmth that in my boſom grew 3 
When at my feet firſt Jemmy fell, 
But maidens muſt not kiſs and tell. 


All nature then, as now ſeem'd pleas'd, > My 
The flocks were from confinement eas'd ; 

From thick-ſpread beech the gentle dove 

RecalPd, as now, the world to love. 


As now black wintry ſtorms were o'er, 
Thick fogs miſled our ſteps no more 

Each ſwain did then as now repeat | 
Their home-ſpun ſports with pipe and feet. 


Come on, my fair, ſaid he, let's go 
To where the roſe and woodbine grow; 
Where 


| All with their maſter's heart is thine ;. 


E 48 
Where cuckow cries, and lambkins bleat, 


And vi'lets ſpring thine eyes to meet. 


: What could I do, ere ſcarce fifteen, 
Againſt the ſweeteſt of the green ; 
My hand I gave, what elſe befel, 
Tho? you may gueſs, I muſt not tell. 
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SONG XXXV. 
| True Milk Main. 
Sung by Miſs Froud at Marybone Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


HE lark proclaim'd return of morn, 
When Dolly tript acroſs the lawn, 
Young Colin follow'd with his flail, 
She went to fill her milking pail ; 
He lov'd, and begg'd ſhe'd hear him now, 
She anſwer'd, ſhe muſt milk her cow. 


© He fighing vow'd he lov'd her more 


Than ever youth did nymph before, 
With rapture prais'd her blooming charms, 
And preſs'd the fair one in his arms; 
She bad him keep his diſtance now, 

Nor hinder her to milk her cow. 


3 


Fair maid, he cry'd, eou' d you approve 
An artleſs ſhepherd's honeſt love, 
Yon little farm, yon flocks are mine, 


Then 
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Then begg'd ſhe would his flame allow, 
She anſwer'd, ſhe muſt milk her cow. 


Not ſo repuls'd, the comely youth 
With kiſſes, prayers, and vows of truth, 
So pleas'd the nymph, ſhe ſmil'd conſent, 
And to the church they inſtant went; 
His flame ſhe did not difallow, 

: But quite forgot to milk her cow. 


SONG XXXVI. 


THE STORM; 


Or, THE DANOERS 0F THE SEA. 1 87 
Sung by Mr. Dodd. 


EASE, rude Boreas, bluſt'ring railer, 
Liſt ye landſmen all to me, 

Meſs-mates hear a brother ſailor, 

Sing the dangers of the fea : 
From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, — 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, | 

Where the ſeas contend with ſkies. 


Hark the boatſwain hoarſly bawling, 

By top-ſail-ſheets, and haulyards ſtand; 
Down top-gallants quick be hawling, 

Down your ſtay-ſails, hand, boys, hand! 
Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, a 
The top-ſail-ſheets, now let go, 


„ La 
- Luf, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 


Up your top-ſails nimbly clew, P 
Now all you on down. beds ſporting; _ 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms; V 
Freſh enjoyments, wanton courting, | 
Safe from all but love's alarms: - | 2 
Round us roars the tempeſt louder, 
Think what fears our minds enthrall; 5 8 
- Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 
Now again the boatſwain calls. f 
The top- ſail- yards point to the wind boys, a 
See all clear to reef each courſe; | ( 
Let the fore-ſheet go, don't mind, boys, - 
Tho? the weather ſhould be worſe : "7 > . 
Fore and aft the ſprit-ſail- yard get, 
Keef the mizen, ſee all clear; 5 
Hands up, each preventer brace ſet, 8 5 


Man the fore- yard, cheer, + cheer, PE 11 


Now che · dreadful thunder roating, <5 
Peal on peal contending.claſhhz; | 
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, PET. -- 
| In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh : | 
One wide water all around us, 
All above us one black ſky ; 
Different deaths at once ſurround us, 
Hark ! what means that gt tes cry. 


The oremaſt's cook cries every tongue out, 

1 O'er the lee, twelve feet *boye deck; 

A leak beneath the cheſt-tree's' ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck : 


hd 
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Quick the lanyards cut 8 | 
Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold! 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 


Four feet water in the hold! : 


While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beating, 
We for wives or children mourn ; f 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating, . * 
Alas! from hence there's no return: 
Still the leak is gaining on us, 
Both chain- pumps are choak'd below z | 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us, ; 
For only that can ſave us now. 2 


O'er the lee- beam is the land boys, I; 
Let the guns o'er board be thrown, S” 
To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys, 
See our mizen-maſt is gone? ES 
The leak we've found, it cant pour faſt, | 
We've lighten'd her a foot * more ; 3 4 
Up and rig a jury fore-maſt, - [+ 
*She rights, ſhe rights R boys, wear off more. 0 


Beg, 


Mow once more on joys were thinking, 


Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives; * 27 174 
Come, the cann, boys, let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearts and our wives: FF 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it, ; 1 
- Cloſe to th' lips a brimmer join; pe, Fo 


Where's the tempeſt now, who feels it, „ 
None, our danger's drown'd in wine. 


>, 
* 


[4] 


assis S8, 
SONG XXXVI. 


MeL Ton OrYsTERs, 


T HERE was a clever likely laſs, 
Juſt come to town from Glouceſter ; 


And ſhe did get her livelihood, 
By crying Melton oyſters. 


She carry'd her baſket on her head, 
In the genteeleſt poſture; 
And ev'ry day, and ev'ry night, 
She cry'd her Melton oyſters. 


It happen'd on a certain day, 

[! As going thro? the cloyſters; 
i She met a lord ſo fine and gay, 

| | Wou'd buy her Melton — 


He aid; young damſel go with me, 
| | Indeed I'm no impoſtor ; + 

1 But ſhe kept bawling in his ears, 

i! Come buy my Melton oyſters. 


At length reſolv'd with him to go, 
Whatever it might coft her; 

And be no more oblig'd to cry, 
Come way my Melton oyllers. 


Pe) now ſhe is a lady gay, 
For Billingſgate has loſt her; 


She goes to maſquerade and play, 
No more cries Melton oyſters. 


SONG 
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SONG XXXVIII. 
THE JuBILEE. | 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter, at the T; beatre-Rojal 
in DRURY-LANE, in the Entertainment of } 
the JUBILEE. 


Set by C. Dibdin, 
HIS is, fir, a jubilee, | 
Crowding without company, 
Riot without jollity, 2 
That's a jubilee ; 
Critics thus will ſay, fir, 
We hope that you will ſtay, ſir, 
To ſee our jubilee. 


On the road ſuch croſſes, ſir, 
Curſed jolts, and toſſes, fir, = 
| Poſting without horſes, fir, 
This is, fir, a jubilee; 
Critics thus will ſay, fir, &c. 


Odes, fir, without poetry, 
Muſic, without melody, 
Singing, without harmony, 
This 1s, fir, a jubilee ; 
Critics thus will ſay, fir, &c. 


Holes to thruſt your head in, fir, 
Lodgings without bedding, ſir, 
Beds as if they'd lead in, fir, 
This is, fir, a jubilee ; 
Critics thus will ſay, fir, &c. | 
G | | Blankets 


1 


Blankets, without ſheeting, ſir, 
Dinners, without eating, ſir, 
Not without much cheating, ſir, 
This is, ſir, a jubilee; 
Critics thus will 8 lir, &c. 


RR Js O NIE 7 
SONG XXXIX. 


NEeyPTUNE, 


Compoſed for the Satisfaction of Divo tt oh 
| : Addition of News, by Mr. Bach. 


HEN an angry woman's breaſt 
With revenge and ſpite's poſſeſt ; 
She, to ſatisfy her fury, 
Hangs you without judge or jury. 


When her rage begins to cool, 
And ſhe finds herſelf a fool; 


It muſt be great comfort for ye, 
You are hang'd, and ſhe is ſorry. 
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SONG XL. 
MASTER Tomunr's MaR RIED. ; 
ASTER Tommy's married, | 5 
Pray what ſays St. Paul; 
If Pm not miſtaken, 
Marry not at all. 
Boys, before you marry, 
Mind the golden rule; 
Look before you leap, 


Or elſe you'll play the fool, | | 
1 1 


* 


If 


[491] 
If I take a wife, 
Whoſoe'er ſhe be, 
Tho? ſhe prove an angel, 
Still ſhe's wife to me, 
Boys, before you marry, &c. 


If ſhe brings me money, 
Will it be forgot; 
If ſhe brings me nothing, 
Can we boil the pot. 
Boys before you marry, &c. 


If ſhe be a beauty, 
Then the Spaniards ſay, 
She'll be ever gadding, 
Very like ſhe may. 
Boys before you marry, &c. 


She'll have beaux to ogle, + 
Or gallants to prate; 
This is madam's friſcing, 
I am mal de tate. 
Boys before you um dc. 


Tf ſhe be a wit, 


Lord have mercy then; 
When her tongue is filent, 
She'll employ her pen. 
Boys before you marry, &c. 


If ſhe's. weak and filly, 13 
Why am I to blame; * 
If I take the folly, 1 22 a8 

I'm to take the ſhame. 
Boys before you marry, &c. 
D Bug 
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But if in domeſticks, 
| Madam 1s no fool ; 
All the night I'm lectur'd, 
Eu'ry day at ſchool, 
- Boys before you marry, &c. 


Thus fooliſh Tommy married, 
Counſel's all in vain, 
Nature gave me freedom, 
Freedom I'll maintain. 
Boys before you marry, &c. 


Thus, fir, I've run over, 

- All the marriage ſtate ; 

When I more diſcover, 

I'll communicate. 

Boys before you marry, &c. 


. IRS PERIL NI ITIN ENENT 


SONG XLI. 


A SOLDIER? s SONG. 


0 w finds the glaſs around, 
For ſhame ye take no care, my boys ; J 
How ſtands the glaſs around, 
Let mirth and wine abound, 
The trumpets ſound, 
The colours they are flying, N. 
To fight, kill or wound, 
May we full be found, A 
Content with our hard fate, my boys, 
On the cold ground. | 


A 


Pg 


TJ 
Why, ſoldiers, why, | 
Shou'd we be melancholy, boys ; 
Why, ſoldiers, why, | 
Whole bus'neſs *tis to die! 
| What, ſighing, fie ! 
Damn fear, drink on, be jolly, boys, 
*T'is he, you, or I! | 
Cold, hot, wet, or dry, 
We're always bound to follow, boys, 
And ſcorn to fly. 


*Tis but in vain, 

I mean not to upbraid ye, boys ; 
*Tis but in vain, 
For ſoldiers to complain, 
Should next campaign 

Send us to him that made us, boys, 
We're free from pain ! 
But if we remain. 

A bottle and kind landlady, 
Cure all again. 
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SONG XLII. 
To- MuoR R OW. 


Favourite Song, written and ſung by Mr. Jefferys. 
Set to Muße by Mr. R. Taylor. 
OUNG Damon to Chloe was telling his tale, 
As they rambled along in a flow'ry vale ; 
Of his flame, of his paſſion, his love, and his truth, 
Coquettiſh the maid, rather baſhful the youth, 
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Next day full of glee, to his fair one he hies, 
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At length taking heart, tell me, Chloe, I pray, 
When my love you'll reward, let me name but the day; 
Then ſqueezes her hand with a face full of ſorrow, 

Bnt the pert one replies, why I'll tell you to-morrow. 


His heart leap'd with joy, pleaſure danc'd in his eyes; ; 
He meets his dear Chloe, her promiſe to claim, 
Again fondly preſs'd, that the day he might name. 
But the cruel tormenter, on miſchief ſtill bent, 

Bids him ſtay *till to-morrow, till then be content; 
And as to the day, but pray leave off your ſorrow, 
Indeed I can't ſay, but Pl! tell you to-morrow, 


Enrag'd he reſolv'd all her arts to repay, - 

And ſtrive in his turn to be frolic and gay; 

With Phillis now Damon each morning was ſeen, 

Arm in arm in the dale, or elſe walking the green : 
*T'was there they met Chloe, all frolic, all air, 

But the ſight unexpected, Lord! how ſhe did ſtare ; 

In his face, nought but joy, not the leaſt figns of ſorrow, 


So by her he trips, with your ſervant, good morrow. 


With jealouſy fir'd, for ſhe lov'd the dear boy, 

She determin'd ſhe'd never be filly and coy, 

If again he intreated, his love ſhe'd return, 

For ſhe found the fierce flame in ker boſom did burn. 
He ſaw her ſoon after, requeſted her hand, 

She freely conſented to wear the ſoft band; 

But when, ſays the ſwain, full of joy, not of ſorrow, 
To day if you pleaſe, we'li ne'er think of to-morrow. 


SONG 


SONG XUIII. 


An InviTaTion To PLEASURE. 


Sung by Mr. Taylor at Marybone. 


LEASURE, goddeſs all divine, 
| Come, O come, my ſoul is thine ; 
Come, O come with graceful air, 

Come and drive away dull care; 

Care that ſuits with ſordid mind 
Such as fear or av'rice binds; 
Selfith, ſullen, human 
Thoſe alone dull care beſt ſuits. 


Bring with thee ſweet dimpled love, 
Cupid will with pleaſure rove; 
Bacchus too mult join the train, 
Bacchus prompts the jocund ſtrain; 
Merry Momus too appear, 

Momus is a foe to care; 

Let me, let me, join the choir, 
Pleaſure is my ſoul's deſire. 


I'll with Bacchus toſs the glaſs, 
And with Cupid toaſt my laſs ; 

Or with waggiſh Momus laugh, 
Thus I'Il love, and thus Pll quaff: 
Hence with all your ſober rules, 
Wretched pedants, prating fools ; 
Muſty morals I deſpiſe, 

Love and mirth can make us wiſe. 
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But when I was marry'd, more trouble he. found, 


My notions celeſtial ſo much did abound, 
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SONG XIIV. 
TRE WOMAN B x G ob DESS Db. 
Sang by Miſs Davies at Marybone. 


H E N courted by Strephon, what pains then 
he took, | 
Each day on Thy charms to refine ; 
So much of an angel he ſaw in my look, 
That he ſwore I was ſomething divine. 


Like Venus in beauty, like Juno in gait, 
Like Pallas moſt wonderful wiſe; 

And thus of three deities fairly in prate, 
He purloin'd, to pleaſe me, the ſkies. 


To make me a woman again 


That a goddeſs . ſtill would remain. 


But finding that his adoration would ceaſe, 
My ſenſes at laſt were reſtor'd; 

From ſublimity gently deſcending to peace, 
I begg'd to be lov'd, not ador'd. 


Be cautious, ye youths, with the nymph that you prize, 
Nor too much her beauty commend ; 
When once you have rais'd the fair maid to the ſkies, 


To the earth . not eaſy deſcend. 


„ | 


SONG XLV. | 

TRE DECLARATION. 

As ſung at Marybone. 
MIDST my admirers when Damon appears, 
How great is the contraſt to their foppiſh-airs ; 


Good ſenſe and good nature beam forth in his face, 
And dignity o'er all his form adds a grace. 


He”, s handſome, polite, his wit eaſy and free, 
Their talk's only nonſenſe or pert repartee 

Their flatt'ry unmeaning no charms can impart, 
He praiſes my form, but makes love to my heart. 


The flame of thoſe lovers fo trifling and gay, 
Would be mighty infipid or ſoon would decay; 

But he loves with paſſion, then blame me who can, 
If I glory in owning that Damon's the man. 


SONG XLVI. 

TAE SURPRISE. 
Sung by Maſter Cheney at Marybone. 
The Words and Mufic by J. Ganthony. 


TE AR a meandring river's fide, 
A beauteous damſel I eſpied; 

Her ſparkling eyes and graceful mien, 
Made her appear like love's fair queen. 
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She ſat beneath a rock juſt by, 


No creature near could ſhe deſcry ; 
To ſcreen her from the ſultry heat, 
She choſe the ſecret bleſt retreat. 


But ah! what adamantine heart, 


Could then refuſe love's pointed dart? 


I thought T heard the urchin ſay, 


This is the time, make no delay. 


| Fager I flew, at his command, 


And took my charmer by the hand; 
The trembling fair was full of fear, 
And ſaid I hope no harm is near. 


I gently claſp'd her lovely waiſt, 

And ſwore no mortal was more chaſte ; 
Her coral lips I ſoftly preſt, 

And view'd her ſnowy throbbing breaſt. 


The ſmiling god this ſcene ſurvey'd, 

And pierc'd the kind, the blooming maid ; 
With equal flame our hearts did burn, 

And love for love did each return. 


erotortroteotertognhedachechotokodh Soothe: 


SONG XEVIL 
ForTs Corner; Or, Reuaart FrLICA4T TY, 
Set by Bartholemew Davis, 


I N the morn as I walk thro? the\mead, 

| And tread on a carpet of green,.. 

When I view the ſweet flock>as_ ey feed, 
What equals the beautiful ſcene: 


Thro? 


t 1 


Thro' the groves do I paſs with delight, 
In viewing yon ever-green pine; ; 
What ſenſations I feel at the fight 
Of a proſpect ſo rural and fine. 


Hark the birds as they perch on the bow, 
With melody pleaſing the ear; 
See the hind from afar with his plow, 
Denoting the time of the year: 
As I ſtray thro? the neighbouring vale, 
Encompaſs'd by mountains ſo high; 
O what charms do I find in the dale, 
By the ſtream that runs bubbling by. 


At the foot of yon ſycamore tree, 
Sits the ſhepherd a tuning his reed; 
While his lambs frolick round him with, glee, 
His ſheep along-ſide of him feed: 
O'er yon beautiful lawn do I ſee 
The hare with timidity fly; 
How delighfuPs the muſic to me, 
Of the ecchoing dogs in full cry. 


But what harmony's that which I hear, 
*Tis the bells from yon neighbouring vill; 
O how pleaſing the found to my ear, 
By the fide of this murmuring rill: 
There's no pleaſure to me is ſo ſweet, \ 
As that which the country gives ; 
I am happy, thank God, at my ſeat, 
Where rural felicity lives. 
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6 SONG XLVIIL 

Low Down IX THe BROOM, 


Sang by Miſ Davies at Marybone. 


Y daddy is a croſs old man, 
He'll ne'er part wi' his gear, 
My mother ſhe's a ſcolding wife, 
Has all the houſe in fear. 
But let them ſay or let them do, 
It's a'ne to me; 
For he's low down, he's in the broom, 
That's waiting on me; 
Waiting on me, my love, 
He's waiting on me; 
For he's low down, he's in the broom, 
He's waiting on me. 


\ 


My aunty Kate ſits at her wheel, 
And ſair ſhe chides at me; 5 a 
But well I know it's all envy, | 
For ne'er a Jo. has ſhe. ; 
But let her ſay or let her do, &c, i 


My couſin Jane was fair beguil'd, 
By Johnny in the glen ; 

And e'er fince that ſhe cries, beware 
Of falſe deluding men. 


| [ But let her ſay or let her do, &c. 
| 
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Sly Sandy he came late one night, 
And aſk'd when I ſaw Pate; 
And e'er ſince that the peighbours round, 
They jeer me air and late. 
But let them ſay or let them do, &c. 
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S O NG XLIX. 
CoryYDon AND PHILLIS: 
A Paſtoral, The Words by Mr. Cunningham 
a by Mr. P. Gardiner.. 6 


E R ſheep had in-cluſters crept cloſe to a groveʒ 

To hide from the heat of the day; 

And Phillis herſelf in a woodbine alcove, 
Among the ſweet violets lay : 

A young lambkin it ſeems had been ſtole float s. damz, 
Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot; 

That Corydon might, as he ſearch'd for his lambz. ' 
Arrive at the critical ſpot. 


As thro' the green hedge for his lambkin he peepsz. 
He ſaw the fair nymph with ſurpriſe ; 
Ye gods, if ſo killing, he cry'd, while ſhe ſkeeps,. 
I'm loſt if ſhe opens her eyes: 
To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 
Pll homeward my lambkin to trace 


But in vain honeſt Corydon ſtrove to depart,. 
For love held him faſt to the place. 
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Ceaſe, ceaſe, pretty birds, what a chirping you KEEP, - 

I think you too loud on the ſpray ; 
Don't you ſee, fooliſh lark, that the charmer's aſleep, 

Yow'll wake her as ſure as tis day: 

How dare that fond butterfly touch the ſweet maid, 
Her cheeks he miſtakes for the roſe ; 

Fd put him to death if I was not afraid 
My boldneſs wou'd break _ repoſe. 


Then Phillis look*d up with a ut ſmile, 
Kind ſhepherd, ſaid ſhe, you miſtake, 

I laid myſelf down for to reſt me awhile, 
But truit me I was not aſleep: 

The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 
He plac'd himſelf down by her fide; 

And manag'd the matter I cannot tell how, . 

But yeſterday made her his bride. 


77... bbb 
SONG L. 
Tar SERENADE. 
As ſung at Marybone. 


WAK E my charmer, my Roſalind wake, 

| Thy ſhepherd, thy Paridel's here ; 

Come ſhake off thy ſlumber, thou queen of my heart, 
And let me thy beauties revere : 

Thy deareſt companions of mirth are all up, 
Lo! yonder they trip o'er the plain; 

Oh! come or they'll chide the negle& of thy vow, 

And never believe thee again. 


ON! 


[6 J 
Oh! come while the birds are all whiſtling around, 
And teaching ſoit eccho to ſing ; 
While morning profuſe of unparallePd ſweets, 


Drops ſpice on the zephyr's cool wing: 
Oh ! now, whule the ſun. at thy window peeps in, 


And ſhoots his bold rays at thine eyes ; 
Oh! now, while thy ſhepherd, thy Paridel's here, 
Ariſe, my dear Roſalind, riſe. 


SINHA SS 8 8 8788888858 8 8 8 8 8 029 
SON 
Tu E INVITATION. 
Seng by Miſi Jameſon at Vauxhall, 
Set by Samuel Jarvis. * 


ITH ER faireſt, hither haſte, 
Brighteſt beauty come and taſte 
What the pow'rs of bliſs unfold, 
Joys too mighty to be told, 
Joys too mighty to be told; 
Taſte what extacies they give, 
' Dying raptures taſte and live; 
Taſte what extacies they give, 
Dying raptures taſte and live. 
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= ' $0NG Li. 
On May. 
Sung by Miſs. Jameſon at Vauxhall, 


Set by Samuel Jarvis. 
H E virgin when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows, 
The birds ſweetly bill on the ſpray, 
And poplars embrace with their boughhs, 
And poplars embrace with their boughs, 
Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd for her beauty above; 
We ſhepherds who dwell on the plain, 
Hail May as the mother of love, of love, 
Hail May as the mother of love. 


From the Weſt as it wantonly blows, 
Fond zephyr careſſes the pine, 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine :- 
The pinks by the rivulet's ſide, 
That borders the vernal alcove; 
Bend downwards to kiſs the ſoft tide; 
For May is the mother of love. 
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May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
He flutters in bridal array; 

If the lark and the linnet now fing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May: 


The 


3 
Ihe ſtock-dove recluſe with her mate, 
5 Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove; 
And murmuring ſeems to repeat, 
That May is the mother of love. 


The goddeſs will vifit ye ſoon, 
Ye virgins be ſportive and gay ; 

Get your pipes, oh! ye ſhepheyds, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the day : 

Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove 

Let him tell a ſoft tale, and he'll find, 

That May is the mother of love. 


FC 
SONG Li. 


On Damon. 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon at Vauxhall, 
Set by Samuel Jarvis. 


H! why muſt words my flame reveal, 
What need my Damon bid me tell,. 
What all my actions prove, 
What all my actions prove; 
A bluſh whene' er I meet his eye, 
Whene'er I hear his name, a ſigh 
Betrays my ſecret love, 
Betrays my ſecret love. 


In all their ſports upon the plain, , 
My eyes ſtill fix'd on him remain, 


And him alone approve ; 7 
The 


” ( 64 J 
The reſt unheeded dance and play, 


From all he ſteals my praiſe away, 
And can he doubt my love. 


Whene'er we meet my looks confeſs 
The joys which all my ſoul poſleſs, 
And ev'ry care remove; 
Still, ſtill, too ſhort appears his ſtay, 
The moments fly too faſt away, 
Too faſt for my fond love. 


Does any ſpeak in Damon's praiſe, 
So pleas'd I am with all he ſays, 
I ev'ry word approve; 
But is he blam'd, altho? in jeſt, 
I feel reſentment fire my breaſt, 
Alas ! becauſe I love. 


But oh! what tortures tear my heart, 
When I ſuſpect his looks impart 
I he leaſt deſire to rove 3 
J hate the maid that gives me pain, 
Yet him to hate I ſtrive in vain, 
For ah! that hate is love. 


Then aſk not words, but read my eyes, 
Believe my bluſhes, truſt my ſighs, 

My paſſion theſe will prove; 
Words oft deceive and ſpring from art, 
The true expreſſion of my heart, 

To Damon muſt be love. 


SONG IIV. 


On FELICIA. 


Sung by Mi/s Jameſon at Vauxhall. 
S8 Ser by Samuel Jarvis. 


HIL E you, Felicia, heedleſs ſtray 
Thro' woods and groves and flowrets gay, 
Exempt from every fear, 
Exempt from every fear ; 
Secure within thy roſy bow'rs, 
Content the ſweeteſt influence pours, 
And gilds the blooming year, 
And gilds the blooming year, 


No anxious doubts invade thy breaſt, 
All, all, is tranquil calm and bleſt, 
And joys on joys abound ; | 
Where'er thy fragrant footſteps lead, 
| Or in the grove or on the mead, 
The graces ſmile around, _ 


Such ever be Felicia's fate, 
duch tranſports ever round her wait, 
Whom gods and men approve; 
O may theſe bleſſings never ceaſe, 
May all her days be crown'd with peace, 
And all her hours be love. 


SONG 
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SONG LV. 


RonDEAU. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſe! at Vauxhall, and & 
Mi/s Dowſon at the Grotto Gardens. 
The Word: by Mr. Boyce. Ses by Mr. Brewſter. 


0 HEPHERDS ceaſe your ſoft complaining, | 
| Pve a heart that ſcorns diſdaining ; | 
I've a heart that ſcorns diſdaining: 

I no baſhful meanings want, 

All that virtue aſks PI grant; 

All that virtue aſks T1 grant: | 

Down-caſt looks and frequent fighing, 

Diſtant awe and rows of dying; 

All are ſenſeleſs who'd believe 

He wou'd die who ſtill may live; 

He wou'd die who ſtill may live: 

Downcaſt looks and frequent ſighing, 

Diſtant awe and vows of dying; 

All are ſenſeleſs who'd believe, 

He wou'd die who ſtill may live; 

He wou'd die who ſtill may live. 


7 1 
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SONG LVI. 


A HunTinNG SONG, 
Sung by Mr. Barnſhaw at the Grotto Gardens, 
The Words by Mr. Boyce. Set by Mr. Brewſter. 


H E ſprightly horn awakes the morn, 
And bids the hunter riſe; 
The opening hound, returns the ſound, 
And eccho fills the ſkies ; 
And eccho fills the ſkies. 
See ruddy health more dear than wealth, 
On yond' blue mountain's brow z 
The neighing ſteed, invokes our ſpeed, 
And reynard trembles now 
The neighing ſteed invokes our ſpeed, 
And reynard trembles now. 


In ancient days, as ſtory ſays, 

The woods our fathers ſought ; 
The ruſtic race, ador'd the chace, 
And hunted as they fought. 
Come let's away, make no delay, 
= E the foreſt's charms ; 

Then ofer the bowl, expand the ſoul, 
And reſt in Chloe's arms. 


SONG 
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SONG LVII. 

Tar PeErRPLEX*'D VIRGIN. 


Sung by Mast Cantrell at the Grotto Gardens. 
The Words by Mr. Boyce. Ser by Mr. Brewſter. | 


OUNG Colin to our cottage came, = E 

And vow'd how much he lov'd; : 1 

I own I felt a ſecret flame, | | l 
Yet not his ſuit approv'd : | 

A thouſand tender tales he told, | 1 a 


I ſeem'd to think untrue; 

And made believe my heart was cold, 
What cou'd a virgin do; 

And made believe my heart was cold, 
What cou'd a virgin do. 


on t 


The artleſs mind is ſoon impreſs'd 
With thoughts before unknown ; 

When Cupid wounds the female breaſt, 
He's ſure to keep his throne, 

In vain our fortitude we try, 
When love's reſolved to ſue ; 

'Tis hard thro” pity to deny, 

What can a virgin do, 


G 
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SONG 8 5 
BE Qu1z = 
Sung by Maſter Suett, at the Oi Gardens. 
 Mufic by Mr. Brewſter. 


S t'other day young Damon came, »% 
Where Chloe ſat demure, 


He ſigh'd and gaz'd to own his flame, 7 


For love had ſtruck him ſure. 


His aukward mein amaz'd the fair, 


Which he, no doubt, ſeem'd ſhy at, 


And when he prais'd her ſhape and air, 


She anſwer'd, ſwain, be quiet, be quiet, 
She anſwer'd, ſwain, be quiet. | | / 


My TIS] he cry'd, © be not coy, 


Nor deem my meaning rude, 
Let love like mine thy mind employ, 


True love can ne'er intrude. 


Her hand he then aſſay'd to kiſs, 
Which, frowning, ſhe cry'd fie at, 

And when he ſtruggled for the bliſs, 
"Twas, be a little quiet. | 


| The ſwain perceiv'd her alter'd tone, 


And boldly graſp'd her hand, 


The nymph was forc'd to own the flame, 


And join'd in Hymen's band. 


Alas! how chang'd each wedded pair! 


The power of words they try at, 
Now Damon has not one to ſpare, 
But pray, dear wife, be quiet. 


SONG 
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SON G LIX. 


Op ETO SUMMER, 


Sung by Mr. Barnſhaw, Mis, Cantrell, and N.. Dowſon 
at the Grotto Gardens. 


The words by Mr. Boyce; the muſic by Mr. Brewſter, 


Mr. BarnsSHaw. 
OW ſummer in meridian height 
Awakes the nymphs and ſwains to joy, 
Awakes the nymphs and ſwains to joy, 
Let us, like them, purſue delight, 
Let love and wine our hours employ. 
Let us, like them, purſue delight, 
Let love and wine our hours employ. 
CHoRus. Youth is the ſeaſon, youth improve, 
For ſummer's ever kind to love. 
For ſummer's ever kind to love. 
For ſummer's, &c, 


Mis Dowson, 
When winter chills the verdant plains, 
When Boreas blows a ruder wind ; 
Then love but weakly warms the veing, 
But ſummer ſoftens ev'ry mind, 


Cnorus. Youth is, &c. 


| Miſs CanTRELTL. 
When Cupid throws the pointed dart, 
Say, who can help the pleaſing pain? 
Deeply 'tis fix'd within the heart, 
And love will ev'ry ſeaſon reign, 


Cnor vs, Youth is, &c. 


Mr. 
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Mr. BaRNS HA. l 


| In vain to quell his pow'r we try, 


For where there's love there mult be fear, 
Seen in the look, known by the ſigh, 
And Cupid governs all the year. 


CHoRUS. Youth is, &c. 


Miſs Dowsox. 


Our days in life perhaps are ſhort, 


We ſhould not moments fling away, 


But live with joy and pleaſing ſport, 


And crown with love each happy day. 


| Crokus, Youth is, &C, 


My. BARNSHAW. 


Then fill the glaſs, and fill the bowl, 


May Bacchus ſtill with love agree, 
And let each Briton warm his. ſoul 
With love, and wine, and liberty. 


Cuoxus. Youth is, &c. 


A WonperrFuL Orp Man. 
Sung at the Grotto Gardens. 


HERE was an old man, and, tho? it's not com- 


mon, | 
Yet, if he ſaid true, he was born of a woman; 

And, tho? it's incredible, yet I've been told, 

He was once a mere infant, but age made him old. 

3 Whene'er 


* 


Whene'er he was hyngry he long'd for ſome meat, 


7 1 


And if he could get it, *twas ſaid he wou'd eat; 


When thirſty, he'd drink, if you gave him a pot, 


And his liquor moſt commonly ran down his throat. 


He ſeldom or ever cou'd ſee without light, 
And yet I've been told, he cou'd hear in the night; 
He has oft been awake in the day-time, tis ſaid, 


- And has fallen aſleep as he lay in his bed. 


*Tis reported his tongue always mov'd when he talk'd, 
And he ſtirr'd both his arms and his legs when he walk'd; 
And his gait was ſo odd, had you ſeen him you'd burſt, | 
For one leg or tother wou'd always be firſt. 


His face was the oddeſt that ever was teen, 


For if *twas not waſh'd, it was ſeldom quite clean. 


He ſhew'd-moſt his teeth, when he happen'd to grin, 
And his mouth ſtood acroſs *twixt his noſe and his chin, 


Among other ftrange things that befel this good yeoman, 
He was married, poor ſoul, and his wife was a woman; 
And unleſs by that liar miſs Fame we're beguil'd, 

We may roundly affirm he was never with child. 


At laſt he fell fick, as old chronicles tell, 

And then, as folks iaid, he was not very well; 

But what is more ftrange, in ſo weak a condition. 
As he cou'd not give fees, he cou'd get no phyſician, 


What pity he died, yet, 'tis ſaid, that his death _ 
Was occafion'd, at laſt, by the want of his breath ; 
But, peace to his bones thatin aſhes now moulder; 
Had he liv'd a day longer, he'd been a day older. | 
ag SONG WM 
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s O0 NG IXI. 
Jus r as YOU PLEASE. 
Sung by Mr. Suett at the Grotto Gardens, 
Set to Mufic by Mr. Bates, 


FNUOTH Strephon to Chloe, your charms J adore ; 


You're witty, you're pretty, you're pleaſing all o'er ; 


| Your lips are like rubies, your cheeks like the roſe, 


And your breath far more ſweet than Arabia blows; 
But tho” charming, alas ! your delight is to teaſe, 
And with your poor ſwain do juſt as you pleaſe. 


* 


O think, cry'd the youth, on the pains I endure, 

As you are the cauſe, oh! extend me a cure, 

My paſſion's ſo ftrong, that my reſt I forſake, 

And a paleneſs o'erſpreads now my once roſy cheek ; 
Without you are kind, I ne'er ſhall have eaſe, 

Yet ſhe. careleſs reply'd, Þ'11 do juſt as I pleaſe. 


Enrag'd that ſhe paid him no greater regard, - 
When he knew'that his truth was deſerving reward; | 
Then boldly advancing, faluted the fair, 

And vow'd, that ſuch treatment he no longer would bear, 

Nor more thus ſubmiſſive would ſue on his knees; 

She, laughing, reply'd, fir, do juſt as you pleaſe. 


Then ſeizing her hand, he ſtraight led her along, 
While ſhe never ſaid, he was right or was wrong. 
He took her to church, and there made her his wife, 
And vow'd he wou'd love her as long as he'd life. 

5 5 No 


1 3 
No longer ſhe thinks that his paſſion can teaſe, 
But anſwers him always, do juſt as you pleaſe. 
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SON G LXII. 
THE RESOLVE. 


Sung by Miſs Dowlſon at the Grotto Gardens. 
Set to Mufic by Mr. Bates. 


Y father and mother for ever they chide, 
Becauſe I young Colin approve : 
Tho? witty and manly they him can't abide, 
But I'm alone guided by love. - 
| My father, I warrant, when at Colin's age, 
No doubt but purſu'd the ſame plan; 
My mother, *tis certain, took care to engage 
At once to make {ure of her man. 


And why ſhould not I the ſame maxim purſue ; - 
I wonder ſhe angry can be, | 

When I in my turn the ſame thing but-do, 
As ſhe has long done before me. 

But firſt when the Hephere my favour addreſs'd, 


Like others I threw o'er a veil, 
He'd ſigh, and he'd kiſs, when ſo cloſely he preſs'd, 
I cou'd not but hear his fond tale. 


I candidly own, whene'er the youth's by, 
Pye all I can wiſh in my view; 5 B 

Nor will J, like other coy maids, piſh and fie, 
The deuce fſhail take me if I do. 


Coo! 


"00! 


| Fraprant the violet as it blows, 


L 
| | | | MH. 1 

Cool ſtreams to the hgart, nor flow'rs to the be, 
Such pleaſure they each cannot gain, 

As Colin's lov'd preſence is always to me, 
For ſure he's the pride of the plain. 


And tho” he ſhou'd ſhow all the arts of his ſex, 
Or faithleſs as others might prove, 
It wou'd not my mind by half ſo perplex, 
But knowing none elſe worth my love. 
That thought I will baniſh, lay fifty to ten 
The licence he ſoon will procure ; 


Perhaps you will ſay, well and prithee, what then, 


TI wed * my dear, to be ſure. 
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SONG LXIII. 
THE SWEET OF SWEETS, 


Mufic by Mr. Bates. 
Sung by Mifs Cantrell at the Grotto Gardens, 


WEET are the banks when ſpring perfumes 
The verdant plants and laughing flowers, 


And ſweet the bloſſom after ſhowers : 
Sweet is the ſoft, the ſunny breeze, 

That fans the golden orange grove ; 
But oh ! how ſweeter far than than theſe 

The kiſſes are of her I love, 


E 2 


1 
Ye roſes bluſhing in your beds, 
That with your odours ſcent the air: 


ve lillies chaſte, with ſilver heads, 


As Cleora's boſom fair. 2 
No more I court your balmy ſweets, 


For I, and I alone, can prove 
How ſweeter when each other meets 
The kiſſes are of her J love. 


Her tempting eyes my gaze inclin'd, 
Their pleaſing leflon firſt I caught, 
Her ſenſe, her friendſhip next confin'd 
The willing pupil ſhe had taught. 
Should fortune ſtooping from her ſky, 
Conduct me to her bright alcove: 
Yet like the turtle I ſhould die, 
Denied the kiſs of her I love, 


e eee OO C eee eee eee 
SONG LXIV. 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 
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UPID, god of ſoft perſuaſion, 
Take the helpleſs lover's part: 
Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind occaſion 
To reward a faithful heart. 


Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 

Who the body would enthral ; 
Tyrants of more cruel kind, 

Thoſe who would enſlave the mind. 
Cupid, god of, &c. 


Whitfi 
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What is grandeur ? foe to reſt ; 
| Childiſh mummery at beſt. 
Happy I in humble ſtate ! 
Catch, ye fools, the glitt'ring bait, 


Cu pid, god of, &c. 
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$ONG IXV. 


Tus Mepviumor Lir EB. 


| Mufic by Mr, Bates. 
Sung by Mr. Smith at the Grotto Gardens. 


NE day with my friends all in jollity rife, 
They aſk'd me to prove the true medium of life. 

Thus cloſely put to't, I determin'd to try, 
When I thought that I hit it, between you and J. 
"Twas punch I averr'd, and I think you will own, 
Not far from the mark I ſo much had not flown. 
Good punch is the liquor, as ſure as a gun. 
A bowl of that ſame and the medium are one. 


When lemon and ſugar together do meet, EST 
The acid's corrected by mixing the ſweet. 

While water and ſpirits moſt happily blend, 

And each from extremes does the other defend. 

All ſtir'd up together, the ſparkling full bowl | 
Brings ſmiles on the face from the joy of the ſoul. 
With me then you'll join, that as ſure as a gun, 

A bowl of good punch and the medium are one. 


E 3 . Let 


1 
Let us, my good friends, be all jolly ed gay, 
The roots without wat'ring will ever decay : 
So life without liquor muſt meet a rebuff, 
Then drink while you may, and make ſure of enough. 
*T'will keep our trail ſtate in a temper that's meet, 
Contented in taking the ſour with the ſweet : 
Hang party and faction, ſpleen, forrow, and ftrife, 
A brimmer fills up the medium of life, 
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Damon AND FLORELLA, 
A Dialogue, Sung in the Sorcerer. 


He. NAST, my. love, thine eyes around, 
| | See the ſportive lambkins play; 
Nature gaily decks the ground, 

All in honour of the May: 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


She. Damon, thou haſt found me long 

. ſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive tongue 
Often held me in the dale: 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 

All which virtue ought to give. 


11 

He. Not the verdure of the grove, 
Not the garden's faireſt flow'r, 

Nor the meads, where lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal hour, 


Can delight thy Damon's eye, 
If Florella is not by. 


She, Not the water's gentle fall, 
By the bank with poplars crown'd, 
Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 
Nor the flute's melodious ſound, 
Can delight Florella's ear, 
If her Damon 1s not near, 


Both. Let us love, and let us live, 
Linke the chearful ſeaſon gay, 
Baniſh care, and let us give 

Tribute to the fragrant May: 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
' Liſten to the voice of love. 


5 0000 DOODOGOOON VERA 


S 0 N G LXVII. 


TuE Hum. 
Mufic by Mr. Bates. 


Sung 25 Mr. Barnſhaw at the Grotto Gardens. 


To every nymph he vow'd his truth, 


And won the eaſy fair. 
E4 


OUNG Strephon was an artful youth, 


1 


Put when the maid for marriage ſigh'd, 
The artſul ſwain with laugh reply'd, 
You cannot hum me there. 


Poor Phœbe fighs a lover ſtray'd, 
By his too artful tale betray'd, 
She left fair virtue's ſphere ; 
But, when the maid for marriage ſigh'd, 
The cunning ſwain with laugh reply'd, 
You're fairly hum'd, my dear, 


Young Lucy caught his fickle heart, 
He try'd by ev'ry *witching art 
That cunning lovers know; 
But all his ſighs could not prevail, 
She anſwer'd, to his wily tale, 
You ſhall not hum me ſo. 


At length, o' ercome by gen'rous love, 

The ſwain propos'd his truth he'd prove, 
And ſeal the marriage vow; 

With ſofteſt languor in her eyes, 

I yield, my love, the maid replies, 

But do not hum me now. 
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SONG LXVII. 


Sung by Mr. Dunſtall, i Love in a Village. 


Plague of thoſe wenches ! they make ſuch a pother, 
When once they have let'n a man have his will, 
They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unkind in his carriage. 
What tho'f he ſpeak em ne'er fo fairly, 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on, 
You cannot perſuade 'em, 
Till promiſe you've made em; 
And after they've got it, | 


They'll tell you——ad rot it! 
Their character 8 blafled, they're ruin'd, undone ; 3. 


And then, to be ſure, ſir, 
There is but one cure, ſir, 
And all their diſcourſe is of marriage. 


SON: G LXIX. 
TRE FINAL RESOLUTION, 
Muſic by Mr. Bates. 

Sung by Mr. Smith, at the Grotto Gardens. 
the ladies I oft? have been charg'd with neg lect, 
For the bottle they vow I have greater reſpect; 

They carp at my conduct, my words they intwine, 
Miſs Betſy they cry up, but down with my wine. 

I ſometimes muſt own they my ſpirits perplex, 

But, ſay what they will, I adore the dear ſex; 
Love and truth is the motto of Cupid's great ſhrine, 


But Bacchus's motto is mirth, love, and wine. 
1 | | Give 
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Give reaſon but room, take a moment to think 
How inſipid's the lover who never could drink; 
But let him once taſte the ripe juice of the vine, 
He'll ſoon be con vinc'd of the force of good wine. 
Obſerve me, ye fair, Pll this maxim ne'er ſcan, 
}'Il be the true lover, but keep up the man; 
What's wine without love? let your ſages define, 
Or tell me, ye lovers, what's love without wine? 


Grave prudes they may rail, and all, wond'ring, declare 
How vulgar and drunken the fellows all are, 

But, under the roſe, I a truth muſt define, 

The huſſies themſelves love a bumper of wine. 

Nor is he the lover, when Chloe does frown, 

Who runs to the brook with intention to. drown ; 

Now my way's another, — all muſt approve mine, 

For, if I muſt drown, it ſhall be in good wine. 


Give me love as it's meant, and I care not a ſtraw, 
Of the ſame give me wine, -and in neither no flaw, 
Since love was the great and creative deſign, 

So to heighten that love was ſent us good wine; 
Say why ſhould one bleſſing another anndy, 

Since each was deſign'd us in turn to enjoy; 

Let the puny tame lover for beauty repine, 

No love is like that that's, inſpir'd by good wine. 


59 
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SONG LXX. 
FAIR HE BE. 


AIR Hebe I left with a cautious defign, 
To eſcape from her charms, and to drown * em in 
wine : | | 
J try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 
The wine in my head, but fill Iove In my heart. 
I repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, 
Who paus'd on my caſe, and each circumſtance TY 
Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my pray'r, 
That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That S a 8 reply'd I, Pve no need to be taught, 

I came for your counſel to find out a fault. 

If that's all, quoth reaſon, return as you came, 

To find fault with Hebe would forfeit my name. 

What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 

While like lightning ſhe darts thro? each throbbing vein, 
My lenſes ſurpriz'd in her favour took arms, 

And reaſon confirms me a {lave to her charms. 
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SONG LXXI. 
No MaTTER FOR THAT. 
Sung by Miſs Dowſon at the Grotto Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Bates. 
Y mother oft chides me, and tells me, my dear, 
. I beg to men's tales you will never give ear; 
They're ſubtle as foxes their ends to obtain, 


Be careful my child how you: lifter: to men. 


Lobdl 
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Lord love her dear heart, to be ſure it was kind. 
J did my endeavours her precepts to mind 


And to hear her advice often gravely have fat, 
Though it ſignifies nothing, no matter for that. 


Yet ſtill ſhe kept teazing and plaguing me fo, 
And begging mongſt men I'd not venture to go; 
I gave my conſent her opinion to win, 

But what are love promiſes, not worth a pin. 

Tt chanc'd that one day both my mamma and me, 
Were aſk'd to a friend's for to dine and drink tea; 
There with a young fellow I fell into chat, 
Indeed he was handſome, but no matter for that. 


No ſooner got home, how my mother did rave, 
And read me ſuch inſtances, moral and grave, 
Of men's many.perjuries, adding, ſhe thought 

I let my eyes wander much more than I ought ; 
And argu'd I thought on the point ſomewhat hot, 
But dry morals preaching it ſignify'd not: 

J love the ſweet fellow, Pl have him, that's flat, 
Mamma ihe may preach, but no matter for that. 


tet 


SONG LXXII. 
A HunxTixnG Sons. 
Sung by Mr. Barnſhaw at the Grotto Gardens, 
Set by Mr. Bates. 


ARCITATLIY RS. 
RIGH T dawns the day with roſy face, 
That calls the hunters to the chace, &c. 
3 | N AIR. 
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| AIR: 
Wich muſical horn, 
Salute the gay morn, 

Theſe jolly companions to cheer 
With enliv'ning ſounds, 
Encourage the hounds, 

To rival the ſpeed of the deer. 


If you find out his fair, 
To the woodlands repair, 
Hark! hark! he's unharbour'd they cry; 
Then fleet o'er the plain, | 
We gallop amain, 
All, all is a triumph of joy. 


 O'er heaths, hills, and woods, 
Thro' foreſts and floods, 
The ſtag flies as ſwift as the wind; 
The welkin reſounds, 
| With the cry of the hounds, 
That chaunt in a concert behind. 


Adieu to all care, 
Pale grief and deſpair, 
We ride in oblivion of fear ; 
Vexation and pain, 
Me leave to the train, 
Sad wretches that lag in the rear. 


Lo! the ſtag ſtands at bay, 
The pack's at a ſtay, 
They eagerly ſeize on their prize; 
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The welkin reſounds 
With the chorus of hounds, 
Shrill horn with his knell, and he dies. 


0000000000000000000000000000000 
SONG LXXII. 


WAR an ENEMY To Love. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell at Vauxhall. 
- Set by Mr. Bates. 
HE god of Iove ſupinely dreams, 
Midſt filent ſhades and purling ftreams ; 


In roſy and fantaſtic chains, 
He binds deluded maids and ſwains. 


But if the trumpet's loud alarms, 

Excite to acts of manly arms; 
Rouz'd from his downy bed he cuts the . air, 
Scar d at the noble noiſe and thunder of the war. 


Sede eder rr 


. SONG LXXIV. 
Vany „ 
Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Bates. 
OR IN A was lovely, was witty and young, 
And all o'er the town had her praiſes been ſung 3 
The beaux and the fops paid their court to her eyes, | 
And the belles, tho? her rivals, beheld with . e : 
Yet to all who in praiſing her charms did excell, 


Her anſwer was only, indeed very well. 


LiGada 
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Lyſander amidſt her admirers preſt, | 
And the true flame of love found to glow in his breaſt; _ 
| With awe he approach'd, and with modeſty ſpoke, 
Yet his paſſion ſhe treated as only a joke; 

Tho' the pangs he endur'd no tongue can oer tell, 
Vet her anſwer to all was indeed very well. 


Denials provok'd him to try other ways, 

Nor barely to kneel and to utter her praiſe; 

He boldly embrac'd the bright nymph in his arms, 
And kiſs'd her and feaſted himfelf with her charms; 
She thought of her lovers he all did excel, 

But anſwer'd Lyſander, as yet, very well. 


As ſhe faintly repuls'd him the fwain grew more bold, 
That ſoon ſhe conſented to have and to hold; 
At Hymen's bright altar receiv'd her fair hand, 
Attended by Cupids, a'choice little band : 
Her face ſweetly ſmiling, ſhe dares now to tell, 
That Lyſander ſhe loves, aye indeed; very well. 


FFF 
SONG LXXV. 
Tus PIIASsURE of Rem [REMENT. 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon at Vauxhall, 
| Set by Mr. Bates, 
O Happy hour all hours excelling, | 
When retired: from crouds and noiſe; 


Happy i is that filent dwelling, | 
Filld with ſelf Poſſeſſing } joys. 


WE 


2. ͤ3: p ̃⁵² OOO 


( 88 ] 


Happy that contented creature, 
Who with feweſt things is pleas'd ; 

And conſults the voice of nature, 
When of raving fancy eas d. 


Ev'ry action wiſely moving, 

Juſt as reaſon turns the ſcale ; 
Ev'ry ſcene of life improving, 

That no anxious thoughts prevail, 


SONG LXXVI. 
WINE ConQUERs Love. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. 

Set by Mr. Bates. 


OVELY Phillis when thou'rt kind, 
Nought but raptures fill my mind ; 

'Then I think thee ſo divine, 

Thou excell'ſt e'en mighty wine: 

Bot when thou inſult'ſt and laugh'ſt at my pain, 

I waſh thee away in ſparkling champaigne; 

So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, 

And drive out one god by the pow'r of another. 


Eyes relenting when I ſee, 

Friends I freely quit for thee ; 

Love perſuades and charms me then, 

Freedom I'd not wiſh to gain: : 

But when thou art cruel and heed not my care ; 
Then ftraight with a bumper I baniſh deſpair ; 
So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, 
And drive out one god by the pow'r of another. 


SONG 
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AMPHITRION. 
A Cantata, Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Bates, 


RE CH4-T A-F:k-%.uh 
MPHITRION and his bride, a god-like pair, 
He, brave as Mars, and ſhe, as Venus fair: 
On thrones of gold in purple triumph plac'd, 
With matchleſs ſplendour held the nuptial feaſt z 
Whilſt the high roof with loud applauſes rung, 
Enraptur'd thus the happy hero ſung. | 


1 
Was mighty Jove deſcending, 


In all his wrath divine; 
Earag'd at my pretending 
To call this charmer mine. 
His ſhafts of bolted thunder, 
With boldneſs I'd deride; 
Not Heav'n itſelf can ſunder 
The hearts that love has ty'd | 


RECITATIVE 


The thunderer heard, he look'd with vengeance down, 
Till beauty's glance diſarm'd his awful frown ; 
The magic impulſe of Alcmena's eyes, 
Compell'd the conquer'd god to quit his ſkies ; | 


1 
Feign'd the huſband's form, poſſeſs'd her charms, 
And puniſn'd his preſumption in her arms. 
: SL 
He deſerves ſublimeſt pleaſure, 
Who reveals 1t not when won ; 
Beauty's like the miſer's treaſure, 
Boaſt it, and the fool's undone. 
Learn by this, unguarded lovers, 
When your ſecret ſighs prevail ; 
Not to let your tongue diſcover, 
Raptures that it ſhould conceal. 
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SONG LXXVIII. 
A ScoTCH SONG, 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon at Vauxhall, 
Set by Mr. Bates. 
HEN T think of my lad, 
I ſigh and am fad, 
For now he is far from me; 
My dady was harſh, 
My minny was warſe, 
That made him gang over the ſea, 


Without an eſtate, | 
That made him look blate, 

And yet a brave lad is he; 
Should he ſafe come hame. 
In ſpite of my dame, 


He'll be welcome to me. 
&11 ever we me. r 


— 
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Then my dear Jamie | 
To thy kind Annie - | 
Haſte, haſte thee then o'er the ſea, 
To hear who can find | 


No eaſe in her mind 
Without a glad fight of thee, 


Tho? my dady forbad, 
And my minny forbad, 
Forbidden I will not be. 
For fince thou alone 
My favour haſt won, 
None elſe ſhall be welcome to me. 


Love takes no advice 
Of parents o'er wile, 


That ſhackles what ſhou'd be free. 


Yet then I'll not grieve, ; 
Or without their leave 
Give my hand as a bride to thee, 


In time they may prove 
Yet friends to our love, 
When my firm refolve they ſee. 
| Be content with a heart 
That ne'er can deſert, 
You'll ever be welcome to me. 
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SONG LXXIX. 
THE INN. 
The Words 6y Mr. Shenſtone. Mu ſic by Mr. Bates, 


Sung at Vauxhall. 
O thee, fair freedom, I retire, 
1 From flatt'ry, feaſting, dice, and din; 
Nor art thou found in domes much higher 
Than the low cot or humble inn. 
*T'is here with boundleſs pow'r I reign, 
And every health, when I begin, 
Converts dull port to bright champaign, 


For freedom crowns it an inn, n h 


I fly from pomp, I fly from ſlate; _ 
I fly from fal ſehood's ſpecious grin: _ 
Freedom I love, and form I hate, 55 
And chuſe my lodging at an inn. 
Here, waiter, take my ſordid ore, 
Which lacquies elſe might hope to win. 
It buys what courts have not in ſtore; 
It buys me freedom at an inn, 


And now once more I ſhape my way 
Thro' rain or ſnow, thro' thick and thin, 
Secure to meet at cloſe of day, 
A kind reception at an inn. 
Whoe'er has travel'd life's dull round, 
Whoe'er his various tour has been, 
May ſigh to think how oft he found, 
His warmeſt welcome at an inn. 


11 
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Tar HAP SHEPHERD. | 
Set by Mr. Potter. Sang by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


O more in field or ſhady grove, 

I ſadly ſeek the nymph I love; 
No more I rove a wretched youth, 
For Phillis now rewards my truth, 


I told my love, and ſhe believ'd, 

She knew I never yet deceiv'd ; 

But where's the nymph ſo nobly kind, 
To let a ſhepherd know her mind. 


What we enjoy to few is known, 

Content and health our labours crown ; 

Nor from each other do we rove, 

But prove the ſweets of mutual love. 1 


May ev'ry nymph a ſhepherd find, 

To love and conftancy inclin'd ; 

And may each faithful ſhepherd prove, 
Like me, the joys of wedded love. 
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SON G LXXXI. 


TILL in hopes to get the better 
Of my ſtubborn fate I try; 
Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny, | 
| | } Now 


| 


We 
Now prepar'd with ſcorn to meet her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave; 


Then relapſing, fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf her ſlave. 
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SONG LXXXII. 
HE STOLE MY TENDER He ART away. 
The muſic by Mr. Potter. 
Sung by Mrs, Weichſell, at Vauxhall, 


HE fields were green, the hills were gay, 
And birds were ſinging on each ſpray, 


When Colin met me in the grove, 
And told me tender tales of love: 


Was ever ſwain ſo blythe as he, 


So kind, ſo faithful, and ſo free, 
In ſpite of all my friends could fay, 
Young Colin ſtole my heart away. 


Whene'er he trips the meads along, 
He ſweetly joins the wood-lark's ſong; - 
And when he dances on the green, 
There's none ſo blythe as Colin ſeen: 


If he's but by J nothing fear, 


For I alone am all his care; 
Then, ſpite of all my friends can ſay, 
He's ſtole my tender heart ey. | 


My mother chides whene'er I roam, 
And ſeems ſurpriz'd I quit my home; 
But ſhe'd not wonder that I rove, 


Did ſhe but ſeel how much I love: 
= 5 Full 
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Full well I know the gen'rous ſwain 
Will never give my boſom pain 
Then, ſpite of all my friends can ſay, 
He's ftole my tender heart away. 


SONG LXXXIII. 


A FAvOURITE SONG. 
Muſic by Mr. Bach. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell at Vauxhall. 


N this ſhady bleſt retreat 
Pve been wiſhing for my dear; 

Hark, I hear his welcome feet, 

Tell the lovely charmer near. 
Tis the ſweet, bewitching ſwain, 

True to love's appointed hour; 
Joy and peace now ſmile again, 

Love, I own thy mighty power, 


"” =: 
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SONG LXXXIV. 


* f 


A FAVvOURITE SONG. 
Mufic by Mr. Bach. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell at Vauxhall. 


MILING Venus, goddeſs dear, 
The treaſure of my heart and eyes; 
*Fis the only boon I crave, 
Save him, and danger I deſpile. | 
yn, 2 SONG 
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SONG LXXXV. e 
Is Pzaisz or WomMEN., 
Mufic by Mr. Potter. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall, 


OME ing! in the praiſe of a lied or a lag, 
The theme of my ſong is my favourite laſs: 
For her I relinquiſh my friend and the bowl. 
For woman, dear woman's the joy of my ſoul. 


In friendſhip, *tis true, many pleaſures we prove; 


But what are all theſe to the raptures of love : 
For Chloe I leave both the friend and the bowl, 


For woman, dear woman's the joy of my ſoul. 


The bottle J love, and a friend I admire ; 

But Chloe enjoys ev'ry wiſh and defire : 

Her wit, youth, and beauty, my paſſions controul, 
For woman, dear woman's the joy of my ſoul. 


Then Chloe, dear Chloe, ſhall bleſs me for life, 
I'll yield ev'ry joy to a virtuous wife. - 
For her J relinquiſh my friends and the bow], 
For woinan, dear woman's the joy of my foul. 
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SONG LXXXVI. 
A FavouRiITE SonG. 
Muc by Mr. Bach. 
Sung 11 Mrs. Pinto at V auxhall. 


ENDER virgins, PIR neee 

Who with baſe ſeducing arts, 

When they find you fond believers, 
Triumph o'er unguarded hearts. 
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SONG LXXXVII 


A FAVvoux ir E SONG. 
|  Mufic by Mr. Bach, 
Surg by Mrs. Weichſell at Vauxhall. 
Y my ſighs you may diſcover, 
What ſoft wiſhes touch my heart ; 


Eyes can' ſpeak, and tell the lover 
What the tongue muſt not impart. 


Bluſhing ſhame forbids revealing 
Thoughts your breaſt may diſapprove, 
But *tis hard and paſt concealing, 
When we truly fondly love, 
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SONG LXXXYIII 


RON DE Au. 
Muffe by Mr. Bach. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell at Vauxhall. 


RUEL Strephon will you leave me, 
Will you prove yourſelf forſworn, 


Can, ah! can you thus deceive me, 


Can you treat my love with ſcorh : 
O! behold your Chloe pleading, 

Turn and ſee your once lov'd maid, 
Let ſoft pity interceding 

Eaſe a heart your vows betray'd, 
Cruel ! muſt I hopeleſs. pine and ES, 

Frenzy ſeize my tortur'd brain : 


See he triumphs in my anguiſh ; 


See he glories in my pain. 


SAE anna 


SONG LXXXIX. 
A FAVvOURTITE SONS. 
Mufic by Mr. Bach. | 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell at Vauxhall, | 


[ 7 H! why ſhould love with tyrant ſway, 


Oppreſs each youthful heart ; 


Muſt all his rigid laws cbey, 


And feel his pointed dart. 
On reaſon's aid in vain we call, 
To break the galling chain, 
The potent God diſdains it all, 
And triumphs in our pain. 


Taz LIT TIE CoC rr E. 
Mae by Mr. Worgan. 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon at Vauxball. 


HO” ſtill ſo young, and ſearce fifteen, © + 
Yet ſweethearts I have plenty; 
And if more forward I had been, 
E're this they had been twenty. 
Like buzzing flies, or waſps with ſtings, 
In ſwarms they hover round me, 
I bruſh away thoſe humming things (; 
They have no power to wound me. 


I ſurely am not much to blame, 
To ſport with one and other, 

My lovers raife no reddiſh ſhame, 
*Tis playing with one's brother. 

I like to hear what each can ſay, If 
To ſee what they'd be doing : 8 b 

And when they think me moſt their prey, 
I'm fartheſt off from ruin. 


What, tho" in crouds I paſs the day, 
And all my joy is teazing, u t 
To one alone I'd not be gay, 
| Leſt one ſhould be too pleaſing: 
They fondly flutter here and there, 
And take their idle ſtation ; - 
They only catch my eye and ear, 
But raiſe no palpitation. | 
Sn tas F 2 Then 


[wo ] 
Then welcome Harry, Tom, and Phil, - 4 


Your numbers won't alarm me; 

For, truſt me, I'm in ſafety ſtill, 

Tis only one can harm me. 

Then to this folly, nymphs, be kind, 

| Coquetting's but a ſeaſon ; 

When older grown, to one reſign'd, 
Pll yield to love and reaſon. 


WOODODODDI OOO WOICR 


8 0 N G 'XCL 
805 by Dr. Arne. The words by Mr. Prior. 


S Chloe came into the room t'other day, 

I peeviſh began, Where ſo long could you ftay ; 
In your life-time you never regarded your hour ; 
You promis'd at two, but—look, child ! *tis four ; 
A lady's watch needs neither figures or wheels ; 
Tis enough that *tis loaded with baubles and ſeals : 
A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear. — 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 


Lord bleſs me! ſays ſhe, let a body but ſpeak ; 
Here's an ugly, hard roſe-bud fall'n into my neck: 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree, 
Look here ! for you never believe me, pray ſee, 

On the left fide my breaſt, what a mark it has made! 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd : 

That ſcene of delight I with wonder ſurvey'd, 
And forgot ev'ry word I deſign'd to have ſaid. / 
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SONG XCI. 
* o-Monx Row. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 
The muſic by Mr. Worgan. 


Heed not, while life's on the wing, 
What fate or what fortune may bring, 
Nor think or of care or of ſorrowW; 
Would you know why ſo happy and gay? 
I've liv'd, my companions, to-day, 
And will waſte not a thought on to-morrow. 


What pleaſures already are flown, 
The joys my fond heart might have known, 
I could not repeat without ſorrow ; ; 
When eagerly brimm'd the briſk wine, 
When love, half conſenting, was mine, 
A whiſper came, ſtay till to-morrow. 


III live, for Pm wiſer at laſt, 
The preſent ſhall pay for the paſt, 
No moment of future PII borrow ; 
The cheat now I fairly deſcry; 
On to-day you muſt only rely; 
Look not for a friend in to-morrow. 


Pll catch ev'ry ſwift flying hour, 
Pl taſte ev'ry joy in my pow'r, 7 
And teach you to ſmile away ſorrow ; 
If love now bids beauty be kind, 
If you've near to gladden your mind, 
Have nothing to do with to-morrow. 
F 3 SONG 
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WAY to the field, ſee the morning looks grey, 
And, ſweetly bedappled, forebodes a ſine day; 3 
The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace. 


Then hark in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew, 

While the ſeaſon invites, with all it's delights, 

The health- giving chace to purſue, * 


How charming the fight when Aurora firſt dawns, - 

To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns ; 

To welcome the ſun, now returning from reſt ; 

Their mattins they chaunt as oy _ queſt, 
Then hark, &c. 


But oh! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 

To ſtart juſt as Phœbus peeps over the hills; 

While joyous, from valley to valley, reſounds 

The ſhouts of the hunters, and cry of the hounds, 
Then hark, &c, 


2 


See how the brave hunters, with courage elate, | 


Fly hedges and ditches, or top the barr'd gate; 
Borne by their bold courſers no dangers they fear, 


And give to the winds all vexation aud care. 
Then hark, &c. 


: [ 103 ] 
Ve cits, for the chace quir the joys of the town, 
| And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of ſleeping in down ; 
Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, 


Our's ſtill is repaid with contentment and health. 
Then hark, &c. 


SONG XCTY. 
Sung by Mi/s Jameſon at Vauxhall. 
The Mufic by Mr. Worgan. 
HE fields now are looking ſo gay, 
The birds are all warbling fo ſweet, 
Tis the welcome return of the May, 
And the cowſlip now ſprings at my feet; 
But, all on a ſudden, I find, 7 
Theſe ſcenes, tho? fo lovely, will ll cloy - 


For a moment they gladden my mind, 
And put all my heart into joy. 


How ſoon the enchantment can break ! 
With Colin theſe ſcenes would endear, 

'They only can pleaſe for his fake, 

And Colin no longer is here. 

At mid-day thus lonely I rove, 

And think all is dulneſs around, 

By moon-light, with Colin and love, 
Light-hearted Pve pac'd Oder the ground. 


Oh! Colin, make haſte to appear, 
Or to-morrow I fly from the plain ; 
Tho! ſpring-time could laſt all the year, 
The ſeaſon would give me but pain: 
F 4 


„ WE 
Since all the warm ſunſhine of May 


Is nothing, if thou art not nigh, 
Oh! come, and make nature look gay, 


Or, fields, birds, and woodlands, good bye. ; 


Kanns ans 


SONG Xcv. 
In the Devil to Pay. 
Tune, Charles of Sweden. | 


OME, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure ; 
Let none at cares of life repine, | 8 Sink 
To deſtroy our pleaſure: | £1 
Fill up the mighty, ſparkling bowl, 
That ev'ry true and loyal ſoul 
May drink and ſing, without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure. 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian to our pleaſure, 
That, under thy protection, we 
May enjoy new pleaſure : 
And as the hours glide away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And fing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. 
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SON G XCVI. 
Sung by Mi 5 Jameſon, at Vauxhall, 
The Mufic by Mr. Worgan, 


0 fly like bird from grove to grove,” 
To wander like a bee, 
To ſip of ſweets, and taſte of love, 
Is not enough for me: | 
No flutt'ring paſſions wake wy breaſt, 
I wiſh the place to find, 
Where fate may give me peace and reſt, 
One ſhepherd to my mind, 
Where fate may give, &c. 


To ev'ry youth P'Il not be gay, 
Nor try on all my pow'r ; 

Nor future pleaſures throw away, 
In toyings for an hour. 

I would not reign the gen 'ral toaſt, 
| Be prais'd by all the town 

A thouſand tongues on me are loſt, 
P11 hear but only one. 


For which of all the flatt'ring tram _ 
Who ſwarm at beauty's ſhrine, | 
When youth's gay charms are in their wane, 
Will court their ſure decline? 
Then fops, and wits, and beaux ban 85 
Your arts will never do, - +00 
For ſome fond youth ſhall be my care, 
Life's cheque d ſeaſon thro”, 
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My little heart ſhalt bare a home, 


A warm and ſhelter'd reft ; 

No giddy flights ſhall make me roam 
From where I moſt am bleſt. 

With love and only that dear fivain, 
What tranquil joys I fee? 

Farewell, ye falſe, inconſtant ain: 


For one is all to me. 
W b rl b K eK bd mere 422128 


SONG XCVIL. 


E fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charms 

| Ta captivate the will ; 

Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 
Whoſe frowns at once can kill; 

Say, will you deign the verſe to hear, 
Where flatt'ry bears no part; 

An honeſt verſe, that flows ſincere 
And candid. from the heart ? 


Great is your powr, but greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage; 
If, as ye all can make a net, 
Te all could make a cage: 
Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take ; 
For who's to beauty blind? ww” 
Bat to what end a pris'ner make, 
Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind? 


Attend the counſel often told, 


Too often told in vain; 
Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 


And lock the laver's chain; 
2 | | 7 


k 


; Gameſters to little purpoſe win, * bn hi cdl 
Wo loſe again as faſt,?̃ evi ng any et 
Tho? beauty may the charm _ x A: 

*Tis ſweetneſs makes it a 0 
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SONG. xcVInt. Ss 
THE OxON IAN IN Town 5 
Favourite Song. 


OW we are from college rules, 
And ſyſtem's out of ſeaſon; 
From lumber of the lying ſchools, 

And ſyllogiſtic reaſon: 
We never more will have deßn'd. I 
If matter thinks or thinks not ; 
All the matter we ſhall mind, O72 
Is he who drinks or drinks not. Tol de rol, Se. 


Metaphyſics ſerve to prove 
The mind or ſoul abſtracted; 
Fo prove infinity of ſpace, 
By cauſe and cauſe effected; 
Better ſouls we can't become, 
By immaterial thinking ; 
And, as for ſpace, we want no room, 
But room enough to drink in. 


Plenum, vacuum, minus, plus, 
Are learned words, and rare too; 
Thoſe terms our tutors made us curſe, - 


And thoſe who: pleaſe may here too: 


| ( 108 J 
A plenum in our wine we ſhew, 
With plas and plus behind, fir, 


And when our caſh runs minus low, 
A vacuum ſoon we find, fir. 


Newton talks of lights and ſhades, 
And difPrent colours new, fir ; 

Don't let us diſturb our heads, 

We need but ftudy two, fir : 
White and red, our glaſſes. boaſt, 

True humour's rarefaftion, 
After him we'll take our toaſt, 

The center of attraction. 


On this thefts we'll declaim, 
With ſtratum ſuper ſtratum, 
There's magic in the mighty name, 
Tis nature's poſtulaturh : - 
Wine in nature's next to love, 
Then wiſely let us blend em, 
Tho' metaphyſically prove, 
Nunc tempus eſt bibendum. 


1 © 
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SONG XCIX. 
X71TH early horn falute the morn 
That gilds this charming place; 
With chearful cries bid echo riſe, | 
And join the jovial chace. | 
The vocal hills around, | 
The waving woods, 
The chryſtal fleods, Le 
All, all return th'enliv'ning ſound. 


cost 
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SONG C. 113 934 1 
N. wine there is all in this life we can name, 
10 s e our N and love * 22 
| flame; 0 1 10 
since life is at beſt no more thaw; 2 woo N 
Let us drink, my dear boys, and let this be our Nenn 
To drink, my dear boys, and drive away ſorrow,, 
Let the caſh but hold out, and we'll ne'er aſk to borrow , 
Tho' we're paupers to-day, we'll be rich rogues to- mor- 
row. | 


In a neat pleaſant villa, not far from the town, 


With a bed for a friend, whene'er he comes down; 


With a choice pack of hounds in the morning to wake, 


We'll mount our briſk hunters and draw the next brake. 
Then drink, my dear boys, &c. 


With our diſhes well choſen, and nice in wen ſort, 

And our cellars well ſtor'd with good claret and port, 

Wich a few bumper glaſſes to drink the all-glorious, _ 

As our fathers and grandſires have oft done before us. 
Then drink, my dear boys, 6 4e. 


With a jolly buck chaplain to grace a round table, 
Who'll drink while he can, and hold out while he's able; 
Who'll drink till his face, like the claret, grows red, 
Or, like Popham the parſon, God reſt him, he's * 


Then drink, my dear boys, &c. 


May each man have the laſs he wiſhes would prove 


| Quue true to his bed and fincere to has love; 1 
: or 


But yet ſhe turn'd her ſpinning wheel. f | 


1 10 1 
Fer marriage I hate, and deteſt common, whores, 


Yet I'm fond of intrigues, and I love your amours. 
Then drink, my dear boys, &e. 


And thus, as we've liv'd, may we cloſe the laſt ſcene, | 
Quite free from all forraw, quite free from all pain, 
That the young they may wonder the old they may ſtare, 
And, N N way oy, _ oo "What" fiewdthip" w was 
there. 
Eroomes x drink, my der. 1 * c be 
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The i Wards mace 109 furan Scorch Airs is. the Owartar 
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| 3 by Mrs Pinto a Ranelagh. Se 25 Ds. Arn. 


O eaſe his heart and owa his fame, 
Blithe Jockey to young Jenny came; 


| But, tho! the fü. him paſſing wel, 


She careleſs turn'd her ſpinning wheel. | 


- 4 
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Her milk-white hand ke did extol, = 1 9 A 
And prais d her fingers long and fall: K... 

Unuſual joy her heart did feel ; 3 

But Kill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning wheel. 


Then WM? obe her fender "waiſt 


He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd ; 


To kiſs her hand he down did kneel: _ 


Sn: Till. 


[ 11 
With gentle voice ſhe bid him riſe ; 
He bleſs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes: 
Her fondnefs ſhe could ſcarce conceal ; 
Yet ſtill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning wheel. 


Till, bolder grown, fo cloſe he preſs d, 
His wanton thought ſhe quickly gueſs'd.; 
Then puſh'd him from the rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd her ſpinning wheel. 


At laſt, when ſhe began to chide, 

He ſwore he meant her for his bride : 
* Twas then her love ſhe did reveal, 

And flung away her ſpinning wheel. 


$QNG CU. 


2 Appletaſh was a man's name, 
And he liv'd at the fign of the kettle ; 

His wiſe was called Joan Quiet, 

Becauſe ſhe could ſcold but a little. 
John to the alehouſe wow'd go, 

Joan to the tavern wau'd run; 
John wou'd get drunk with the women, 

And Joan wou'd get drunk with the men. 


John freely wou'd fpend his own groat, 
Nor wou'd Joan lag behind. for a teſter = 
John he pawn'd his beſt coat, | 
And Joan her beſt jacket to feaſt her; 
John put the porridge-pot by, 
Joan ſent the braſs kettle to ſale; 
And as they finger'd the ready, 
They merrily ſpent it in ale. 


1 


Thou art a baſe huſſy, quoth John, 

Thou ſell'ſt my pewter and braſs. 
Vou lie, you cuckold, ſays Joan, 

See your ears ſtick out like an aſs. 
John ſays, thy back well PIl bang, 
Give me another croſs word, 

For all your huff and your bluff, 
I tell you I care not a t—, 


No very great eater was John, 

Nor was Joan an extravagant glutton ; 
And once to pickle their maws, 

They bought 'em a ſhoulder of mutton. 
John, in a quarrelſome mood, 

Takes the whole ſhoulder in hand, 
Whiz thro” the window it flew 

So quick, that n was at a Rand. 


Recovering herſelf 3 in a trice, 


Up ſhe gets, and makes of it no matter, 


But into her paws the ſeizes, 

And after it toſſes the platter. 
Chance brought an old woman by, 
Who, as before her they lay, 

Whipt up both platter and mutton, 
And with them ſhe trudg'd away. 


The neighbours ran civilly i In, 
With a view of concluding the quarrel : : 
But e&er that they had half done, 


There was ſcarce a drop left i in the barrel: 


Tor 


L z 
For bang went the barrel about; ERAS; 
Up flew the ſpiggot in air, 


Wrangling, and jangling, and guzzling, 
And other ſuch paſtime was there. 


At length, in good humour, quoth John, 
J have juſt now been thinking, 
Since thus we have loſt our victuals, 
We'll double our portion in drinking. 
Aye, now thou art wiſe, Joan reply'd ; 
Why, neighbours, John is a good man, 
And ſo in peace and good friendſhip 
Let's all get as drunk as we can. 
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SONG CIIL 
O, roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace, 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envy'd place 
With never fading love ; 
There, Phoenix like, beneath her eye, 
Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die. 


Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 
| More fragrant roſes there, | 
I ſee thy with'ring head reclin'd 
With envy and deſpair ; 
One common fate we both muſt prove 
You die with envy, I with ones. 14% als 
You die, &c. : 


 $0NG 


SONG cav. 
The words by John Glanvile. 


H O' I reel to and fro good liquor to find, 

Strong beer, wine and punch, tis all to my mind, 
Yet I wear a ſound heart true to George our king ? 
And tho' ragged and poor, why, I'll pay my reck'ning. 
Tho' I reel to and fro, yet I'd have you to know, 
There are topers in high life as well as in low, 


The ſtateſman he topes, and he lays down a plan, 
How all your French foes may be kill'd to a man. 
When the juice of the grape has fir'd his brain, 
What numbers of glaſſes and Dotcles & are Hin. 

Tho' I reel, &c. Ry 


The doctor ſays Ann our 8 does impair. 
That ſlow poiſon dwells in wine, punch, and ſtrong beer, 
Yet he'll take his glaſs freely, old care for to kill, 

It agrees with him better than bolus or pill. 

Tho? I reel, &c. 


The roſy fac'd parſon, who prays for our ſouls, 

And abſolves all our fans over bottles and bowls ; 

Tho“ he hates the French king, here his charity ſhines, 

Shewing love to his foes in drinking French wines. 
Tho? I reel, &c. 


Your council can't plead without moiſt ning the clay, 
For which the poor client is fare for to pay. 

Evaſions and errors, quirks, quibbles, and flaws,” 

. Are the fruits of the boitle to mend a lame caule. 
Tho I reel, &c. 


( "Hy 27 0 
A medium is beſt in what flation we are, 

For the buſineſs of life we can better prepare : 
Your ſtateſman, your phyſic, your parſon, and law, 
When ſtupid with liquor, no talents can ſhew. 

Tho? I reel, &c. | 
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SONG CV. 


A FAVvO UNITE Sonc. 
Mufic by Mr. Bach, 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell at Vauxhall. 


OME, Colin, pride of rural ſwains, 

O come and bleſs thy native plains ; 
The daiſies ſpring, the beeches bud, 
The ſongſters warble in the wood. 


— 


Come, Colin, haſte, Oh haſte away, 
Vour ſmiles will make the village gay. 


When you returu, the vernal breeze 
Will wake the birds, and fan the trees. 


O come and ſee the violets ſpring, 
The meadows laugh, the linnets ſing. 
Your eyes our joyleſs hearts can cheer, 


O haſte, and make us bappy here. 
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Tk RoasT BEET oT OLD ENGLAND. 


4 15 mpg taken from a celebrated Print of the ingenious 
Mr. Hogarth. 


RRECITATIVE. 


9 WAS at the pates of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
Where ſad deſpair and famine alway dwells, 

A meagre Frenchman, madame Grandſire's cook, 

As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took; 

Bending beneath the weight of fam'd fir-loin, 

On whom in vain he often wiſh'd to dine, 

Good father Dominic by chance came by, 

With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 

Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 

His benediction on it he beſtow'd ; 

And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, 

He lick'd his chaps, and thus the knight addreſs'd : 


AlR. 

| CA lovely laſs to a friar came, &C. 
O rare roaft beef! lov'd by all mankind, 

If I was doom'd to have thee, 
When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 

And ſwimming in thy gravy, 

Not all thy country's force combin'd, 

Should from my fury ſave thee, 


Renown'd 


by Wwnj  I4 had 


On thee ev'n kings have deign'd to feed, 


And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food. 


And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole, 


Begar it is de roaſt beef from Londre; 


But to my guts if you give no heeding, 


K 
Renown'd ſir- oin, oft · times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad ; 


Unknown to Frenchman's palate : 
Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
W frogs and ſallad # 


kr e 
A half-ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale and lan, 
Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſen, 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 


His morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 
He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then in plaintive tone declar'd his grief. 


AIR. 
Ah, 10 Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat looks ſo tempting red and vite? 


Grant to me van letel bite. 


And cruel fate dis boon denis 
In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me feaſt my eyes. 


- Recirarives. 
His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whoſe brazen front his country did betray.- 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
By honeſt means to gain his daily bread. 


E 
Soon as the well-known proſpect he deſcry'd, 
In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry'd, 


AIR. 
| | Eli a Roon.) 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
So taking thy fight is, 
| My joy that ſo light is, | 
To view thee, by pailfuls runs out of my eyes. 


While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing. 
Ah, hard-hearted Loui! 
Why did I come to you; | 
The gallows, more kind, would have fav'd me. from 
ſtarving. 


11% „ 
Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney fate, 
Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate ; 
But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 
| His dear-lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide ; | 4 
| With lifted hand he bleſs'd his native place, 
| Then ſcrub'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe. 


| | AIR. 
- (The Broom of Cowdenknows ig 
How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blithe of late, | 
To ſee ſpch meat as can't be got, 15 
When hunger is ſo great! A 


a FX 7 


ung! 
O the beef! the bonny benny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown ; 
I wiſh I had a ſlice of thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down. 


Ah, Charley ! hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; 

I would the de'el had pick'd mine ey'n, 
Ere I e ah. ve" er git; 

9 a” | 
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But, ſee, my nh to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty focially unite ; 
Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's throne, 
And whips, and chains, and tortures, are not known. 


Tho' Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhould ring, 


In; ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing. 


Alx. 
As once on a time a young frong, pert ne vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted his ſize he could quickly attain. 
O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like a Loan old dame, 


Cry'd, “ Son, to attempt it you're "EY to aha” 
O the roaſt beef, &c. | 


But deaf to advice he for * gig thirk ; 
An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
Till ſwelling and training too hard, made him burſt. 

O the roaſt beef, &c. | 


Then, 
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Then, Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear; 
The ox is Old England, the frog is monſieurz 
Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 
O the roaſt beef, &c. | ; 


For while, by our commerce and arts we are able 
To ſee the ſirloin oaking hot on our table, 
The French may e'en burſt like the frog in the fable. 
O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 
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SON G CVIL, 
Nancy WAI I. 


7 be Mfc by Mr. Bates. The Words 9 Mr. Giffard. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


ASTE, heavenly nine, ye muſes haſte, 
At doating Strephon's call, 
And bleſs him with your ſweeteſt er 
To ſing of Nancy 
Tho' in the faultleſs form you'll find 
The nameleſs graces all, 
Vet greater beauties deck the mind 
Of lovely Nancy Wall. | 


I: 


How elegantly does ſhe move 

Along this myſtic ball, } 
And all is grace, and all is love 

In blooming Nancy Wall. 


| Sublimely ſweet, whene'er ſhe ſings, 


The melting accents fall ; 


An 


1 
And liſt'ning Cupids clap their wings, 
Applauding Nancy Wall. 


A ſoul ſo bright, a form ſo fair, 
For adoration call; 
And reaſon bids us worſhip there, 
And points to Nancy Wall: 
Whilſt thus divine, my fears how great ! 
My hope, how very ſmall! 
If he alone is bleſt by fate, 
Who merits Nancy Wall. 


— $43034-+++4-44-$4-+4-$4-p4—$4-+ 
80 NG 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Artaxerxes. : 
F o'er the cruel tyrant love 
A conqueſt I believ'd, 


The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O] let me be deceiv'd. 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create : 

What was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And muft be turn'd to hate. 


Then call not to my wav'ring mind 
The weakneſs of my heart, 

Which, ah! I feel too much inclin'd 
To take a traitor's part. 


G SONG 
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s ON G cx. 


THE RECAanTATION. 


Set by Mr. Bates. Sung at Vauxhall. 


Y love too long depriv'd of reſt, 
Fell tyrant of the human breaſt ; 

His vaſſal long, and worn with pain, 
Indignant, late I ſpurn'd the chain : 
In verſe, in proſe I ſung, and ſwore 
No charms ſhould e'er enflave me more; 
Nor neck, nor hair, nor lip, nor eye, 
Again ſhould force one tender ſigh. 


Then freedom's praiſe inſpir'd my tongue, 


With freedom's praiſe the vallies rung; 

And ev'ry night, and ev'ry day, 

My heart thus pour'd th'enraptur'd lay : 

My cares are gone, my ſorrows. ceaſe, 
My breaſt regains it's wonted peace ; 

And joy and hope returning, prove 
'That reaſon 1s too ſtrong for love, 


Such was my boaſt, but ah ! how vain, 
How ſhort was reaſon's vaunted reign ! 
The firm reſolve I form'd ere while, 
How weak! oppos'd to Clara's ſmile : - 
Chang'd is the ſtrain ; the vallies round 
With freedom's praiſe no more reſound ; 
But ev'ry night and ev'ry day 

My full heart pours the alter'd lay. 


SONG 


: [ 123 ] 
ux dee kde t sette ek Bt k 5 
SONG CX. 

s Sung = Mrs, Pinto, in Love in a Village 


1 N love ſhould there meet a fond pair, 

Untutor'd by faſhion or art,_ 

Whoſe wiſhes are warm and ſincere, 
Whoſe words are th'exceſs of the heart; 


If aught of ſubſtantial delight 

On this fide the ſtars can be found ; ; 
"Tis ſure when that couple unite, 

And Cupid by Hymen is crown d. | 
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Tung Cuckoo. 
Mufic * Mr. Heron. 
Sung by Miſs Thomas -at Marybons Gardens, 


HARMING en hin of ſpring, 
How delightful do'ſt thou ſing : 

Not the lark, that wakes the morn, 

Not the goldfinch on the thorn, 

Nor the warbling of the linnet, 

Tho? there's ſofteſt muſic in it, 

Give ſuch pleaſure to my ear, 

As thy tuneful notes I hear ; 

Thro' the meadow as I rove, 

Or when ſeated in the grove, | 

Wo How 


E ] 


How I'm bleſt when I hear you 
Ever chanting forth Cuckoo. 
All the ecchoing hills aroun i. 
Cuckoo, Cuckoo, ſtill reſound, 
In the ſilent peaceful plains, 
Liſten to thy chearful ſtrains. 
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SONG CXIL. 
Muſic by Mr. Heron. 
Sang by Miſs Thomas at Marybone Gardens. 


TERN winter once paſt, come nymphs let us haſte, 
And ſhepherds come join the gay throng, 
Each nymph with her-ſwain now away to the plain, 
And uſher in ſpring with a ſong. 
Now dailies once more deck the meadows all o'er, 
The trees their green verdure diſplay ; 
And perch'd on the buſhes, larks, linnets, and Ts | 
All join in one joy ful lay. 


3 the copſe now got free, the gay flocks full of glee 
Friſk and wander about the green mead ; 

And reclin'd in the ſhade, the young hepherd' is laid 
And ſweetly attunes the ſoft reed. 

While the village-bells ring we'll gratefully ſing 
To the ſound of the pipe and the tabor ; 

Let Ceres but ſmile, enwearied we'll toil, 
So that plenty will wait on our labour, 


SONG 


SONG CXIII. 
Part: 
: The 2 Scotch Song new ſet. 


Sung by Mis Thomas at Marybone Gardens. 
Y Patie is a lover gay, 


His mind is never muddy, 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy ; 
His ſhape is handſome, middle fize, 
He's ſtately in his wawking, 
The ſhining of his een ſurprize, 
*Tis heaven to hear him tawking. 


Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 
There many a kind word he ſpake, 
That ſet my heart a glowing. 

He kiſs'd and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And lov'd me beſt of ony 

That gars me like to fing fin ſyne 
O corn riggs are bonny. 


Let maidens of a ſilly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting; 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting. 
Then [I'll comply and mary Pate, 
And ſyne my coker nony, * 
He's free to touzle air or late, 
Where corn riggs are bonny. 


* And wear her high cap which he's welcome to tumble, 


G 3 SONG 


SONG cxlv. 


Sung by Sig. Peretti, in Artaxerxes. 


IN infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to each other known; 
And friendſhip in our riper years 
| Had twin'd our hearts in one: 


O! clear him then from this offence, 
Thy love, thy duty prove; 

Reſtore him with that innocence 

Which firſt inſpir'd my love. 


FF 
SONG CXV. 
Ron DEA u. 
Sung by Miſi Harper, at Mary bone Gardens. 
The Mufic by Mr. Theodore Smith. 


E virgin pow'rs, defend my heart 
From am'rous looks and ſmiles, 

From ſaucy love or nicer art, 

Which moſt our ſex beguiles. 
A heart whoſe flames are ſeen, tho' pure, 
Needs ev'ry virtue's aid, | 

And ſhe who thinks herſelf ſecure, 
The ſooneſt is betray d. 


From 


Some want to e me to marry a fool; 
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From ſighs and vows, and awful fears, 

That do to pity move, 

From ſpeaking ſilence, and from fears, 
Thoſe ſprings that water love : 

But if, thro”, paſſion, I grow blind, 
Let honour be my guide, 

And when frail nature ſeems inclin'd, 


There plate a guard of pride. 
FDP 


SONG CXVL 
Tun Cnoics. 
Sung by Miſs Thomas, at Marybone Gardens, 
The Mufic by Mr. Heron. 


N the bloom of her youth ſhall it ever be ſaid, 

A laſs ſo engaging e'er dy'd an old maid, 

No, no, I'm determin'd to get me a mate, 

For wedlock Pm told's an agreeable ſtate; 

Of lovers I'm ſure Pve at leaſt half a ſcore, 

Who own that they love me, and figh and adore; 
There's coxcombs and fribbles, and ſmart killing beaux» 


But I needs muſt confeſs that I like none of thoſe. _ 
f | 
As women are ever deſirous to rule, 


But as this is a pow'r I ne'er mean to uſe, 

I'll tell you what ſort of a man I would chuſe: 

A true gen'rous Briton, bold, hearty, and kind, 

Is the partner J wiſh for, and ſeek for to find; 

If Pm but ſo lucky to get ſuch a mate, 

Then wedlock muſt needs prove a _ happy ſtate. 
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Tre Birks OF EnNDERMAY. 


Sung by Mrs. Jewell, in the Maid of Bath. 


HE ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
Invite the tuneful birds to fing, 

And while they warble from each ſpray, 

Love melts the univerſal lay : 

Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 

Like them, improve the hour that flies, 

And in ſoft raptures waſte the day, 

Among the birks of Endermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 

And age, life's winter, will appear; 

* At this the living bloom will fade, 

As that will ftrip the verdant ſhade ; 
- Our taſte of pleaſure then is. o'er, 

The feather'd ſongſters love no more, 

And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu the birks of Endermay. 


* 24 
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SONG CXVII. 
AN AIR. 


3 by Mrs. Weichſel at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Worgan. 


I TH ſweet words and looks ſo tender, 
Well you have your flame expreſt ; 
And conjure me to ſurrender, 
All you wiſh to make you bleſt. 5 


3 
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Say, for yet Pm not complying, 
If bright honour ſways your mind; 


Then there can be no denying, 
When you aſk I muſt de kind. 


OE EA A In ADAPT 
SONG CXIX. 


ConTENT. 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon at Vauxhall. 
Se by Mr. Worgan. 
A TTEND all ye nymphs and ye ſwains of the | 


green, 

For you I have rov'd the plains round; | 
Whole months Pve been prying, and now I have ſeen, 

Where ſmiling content's to be found. 
Come quickly with me, and I'll ſhow you the way, 

To the ſpot where he ehoſe his retreat; 
You muſt fly from theſe plains to be eaſy and gay, 

And near him muſt take up your ſeat. 


I fought him *mongft crouds and in each gaudy place, 
But thoſe were the manſions of care, | 

In the palace of greatneſs unknown was his face, 
Contentment had never been there. 

I hied me to roofs, that invited to joys, 

HFope tempted me hither to rove; 

But rude was their wit, and their pleaſure was noiſe, 

Tho they beckon'd to peace and to love. 8 


At laſt near a brook to a cottage I ſtray'd, 


With a few ſimple ſheep on the green; 
G 5 The 


16 


The roſe and the woodbine their a dif play'd, 


Not plenty, but health bleſt the ſcene. 


Gcod - nature appear d, and unlatch'd me the door, 
Nor knew what my coming there meant; | 
How great my ſurprize, here my fearch was all o'er, 


For he told me his name was content. 
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SONG CXX. 


Sung by Miſs Jameſon at Vauxhall. 


Ser by Mr. Worgan. 


D O as I will with my ſwain, 
He never once thinks I am wrong ; 
He likes none ſo well on the plain, 
I pleaſe him ſo much with my ſong. 
A ſong is the ſhepherd's delight, 
He hears me with joy all the day ; 
He's ſorry when comes the dull night, 
That haſtens the end of my lay. 


With ſpleen and with care once oppreſt, 


He aſk'd me to ſooth him the while; 
My voice ſet his mind all to reſt, 

And the ſhepherd wou'd inſtantly ſmile, 
Since when, or in mead or in grove, 

By his flocks, or the clear river's ſide ; 
I ſing my beſt ſong to my love, 


And to charm him is grown all my pride. | 


No beauty had I to endear, 
No treaſures of nature or art; 


But 
— 
* 
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But my voice that had gain'd on his ear, 
Soon found out the way to his heart. 

To try if that voice would not pleaſe, 
He took me to join the gay throng ; 

I won the rich prize all with eaſe, 
And my fame's gone abroad with a ſong. 


But let me not jealouſy raiſe, 
I wiſh to enchant but my ſwain ; 
Enough then for me is his praiſe, 
I ſing but for him the lov'd ftrain. 
When youth, wealth, and beauty may fail, 
And your ſhepherds elude all your ſkill ; 
" Your ſweetneſs of voice may prevail, 
And gain all your ſwains to your will, 
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SONG CXXI. 

| SOGER LADUDUIE. DS 
Sung by Miſs Harper at Marybone 3 

Set by Mr. Theodore Smith. wy 


V ſoger laddie is over the 4 | 
And he will bring gold and money to me Y 
And when he comes home he'll make me a lady, 


My blefling gang with my ſoger laddie. 


My doughty laddie is handſome and brave, 
And can as a ſoger and lover behave; 

True to his country, to love he is ſteady, 
There's few to compare with my ſoger laddie. 


86 Shiel | 
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Shield him, ye angels, frae death in alarms, 
Return him with laurels to my langing arms; 
Syne frae all my care he'll preſently frae me, 
When back to my wiſhes my ſoger ye gie me. 


O ſoon may his honours bloom fair on his brow, 
As quickly they muſt, if he get his due ; 

For in noble actions his courage is ready, 
Which makes me delight in my ſoger laddie. 


SONG CXXII. 
Bo PEEP. 
Sung by Miſs Harper at Marybone Gardens. 


Set by Mr. Theodore Smith. 


LL neighbours Ipray to my ditty attend, 
On words and fair looks, who are apt to depend; 
To yourſelves you muſt truſt fortune's favours to heap, 


For the promiſe of friends is a game at bo peep. 


When dangling whole days for a fight of his grace, 

To challenge a debt, or ſolicit a place; | 

 Eyry morning you're told the reward you ſhall reap, 
While his honour, Lord love him, is playing bo peep, 


The man Neben you're rich; who unaſk'd, takes your 


hand, 
Smiles, cringes, and bids you his fortune command ; 


In your need if you ſeek him, his promiſe to keep, 
My life to a farthing he plays at bo peep. 


The 
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The maiden of fifty at church you may ſpy, 
How ſhe ſcrews up her muſcles, and turns up her eyes; 


Tho' her thoughts in devotion ſeem ever fo deep, 
Tween the ſticks of her fan ſhe is playing bo peep. 


The rake prone to promiſe, to ſwear, and to lye, 
The prude who at he things is ready to die; 

The coquette who no humour a moment can keep, 
Tho” diff ring in manner all play at bo peep. W 


Then blame not my arts, nor accuſe me of wrong, 
Tho? inſtead of your money, I give you a ſong ; 

For at leaſt, from my rhimes, this inſtruction ye reap, 
That the buſineſs of life is a game of bo peep. 
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A FAVvOUR ITE HUN TIN OG Sonc. 


FN OME, rouze, brother ſportſmen, the hunters all 
| ery, | 23 
We've got a good ſcent and a fav'ring ſky ; 
The horn's ſprightly notes, and the lark's early ſong, 
Will chide the dull ſportſmen for ſleeping ſo long. 


Bright Phoebus has ſhewn us the glimpſe of his face, 
Peep'd in at our windows, and calls to the chace 3 
He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 


And makes the fields bluſh with the beams of his ray. 


Sweet Molly may teaze you, perhaps, to lie down ; 
And if you refuſe her, perhaps ſhe may frown: 


But 


1 14 ] | 
But tell her, that love muſt to hunting give place ; 
For as well as her charms, there are charms in the chace. 


Look yonder, look yonder, old reynard I ſpy ; 

At his braſh nimbly follows briſk Chanter and Fly ; 
They ſeize on their prey, ſee his eye-batls, they roll; 
We're in at the death—now let's home to the bowl. 


There we'll fill up our glaſſes, and toaſt to the king, 
From a bumper freſh loyalty ever will ſpring ; 
To George, peace and glory may heaven diſpenſe, 
And foxhunters flouriſh a thouſand years hence, 
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s ON G CXXIV. 
RON DEA u. 


Sung oy Miſs Harper at Marybone Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Theodore Smith. 


ELI. me, cruel Cupid, tell me, 
How this miſchief firit befel me, 
In a moment ſo to quell me, 
He but woo'd and I was won; 
 Ev'ry kind expreſſion charm'd me, 
_Ev'ry tender look alarm'd me, 
Ev'ry gentle ſigh diſarm'd me, 
Till I lov'd but him alone. 


Let me then, on love relying, | 

Make a merit of complying, 

For him happineſs denying, 
1, alas, refuſe my own: 


E 


Tell me, cruel Cupid, tell me 
How this miſchief firſt befel me, 
In a moment ſo to quell me, 

He but woo'd and I was won. 


2 


SONG. cxxv. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 
Set by Mr. Arnold. 


E RE Phcebus ſhall peep on the freſh budding flow'r, 
Or blue-bells are robb'd of their dew ; 


Sleep on, my Maria, while I deck the bow'r, 
To make it more worthy of you. | 


There roſes and jes'mine each other ſhall greet, 
And mingle to copy thy hue ; 

The lilly to match with thy boſom ſo ſweet, 

Ho: Faint it's reſemblance of you. 


With ſweets of thy breath, the hedge vi'let ſhall vie, 
But weakly, and pay it it's due; 

The thorn ſhall be robb'd of the ſloe for thine eye, 

Vet nature — nothing like you. 


\ 


The leaves of the ſenditive plant muſt declare, 

The truth of my well-belov'd ſhe ; 
Whoſe hands if to touch it, bold ſhepherds ſhould dare, 
Mould ſhrink from all others but me, | 


SONG 
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SONG CXXVI. 
A Cantata, Sung by Mrs. Weichſel at Vauxhall, 
Ser by Sig. Giordani. 


OVELY virgins in your prime, 
Mark the filent flight of time; 
Fortune's gifts ſhould ſhe diſcloſe, 
Quickly chuſe what ſhe beſtows : 
Youth and beauty ſoon decay, 
Love and youth fly ſwift away. 


Let not age thy bloom enſnare, 
You can find no pleaſure there; 
Fleeting joys you'll ſeek in vain, 
Joys that ne'er return again; . 
Tranſient joys you'll ſeek in vain, 
"Joys that ne'er return again. 


Ev'ry minute thus improve, 

Fleeting are thoſe of joy and love; 
Wiſely think the young and gay, 
But the tenants of a day; 
Wiſely think the young and gay, 
But the tenants of a day. 
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SONG CXXVIL 
Tur Female PHAETON. | 

- Written by Matt. Prior, Eg; 


F AIR Kitty beautiful and young, 
| And wild as colt untam'd, 
Beſpoke the fair from whom ſhe ſprung, 
With little rage inflam'd : 1 
Inflam'd with rage at ſad reſtraint, | 
Which wiſe mamma ordain'd ; 
And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
_ Whilſt wit and beauty reign d. 


Muſt lady Jenny friſk about, 
And viſit with her couſins ? 
At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens? 
What has ſhe better, pray, than I? 
What hidden charms to boaſt? 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
Whilſt I am ſcarce a toaſt. 


a —— 2 — ——j— B — ⏑e² 0 


. 
" 
oy 
. 1 
— — 2 — _ *. 2 
_ " * Fo — r . — 
- 


Dearefl mamma, for once let me 
Unchain'd my fortune try; 

I' have my earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 

Fondneſs prevaiPd, mamma gave way, 

Kitty, at heart's deſire, 

Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 

And fet the world on fire, 


SONG 


SONG CXXVIIL 
if F avourite Cantata. Set by Sig. Giordani. 
Sung oy Mrs. Weichſel at Vauxhall. 


APPY iſle all joys poſſeſſing, 
Fav'rite of the pow'rs above ; 

Still may freedom crown thy bleſſing, 

Land of liberty and love. 
Youth for valour far renown'd, 

Nymphs to move each ſoft deſire ; 
How mild the toils, how ſweet the wounds ; 

When love and glory fire. 
Happy iſle, &. 
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S © N G CXXIX. 


RISE, ariſe, great dead, for arms renown 'd, 

Riſe from your urns, and fave your dying tory 3 
| Your deeds will be in dark oblivion drown'd, 
For mighty William ſeizes all your glory. 


Again the Britiſh trumpet ſounds, 


Again Britannia bleeds ; 
To glorious death, or comely wounds, 


Her godlike monarch leads. 


Pay us, kind fate, the debt you owe, 
Celeſtial minds from clay unite ; 
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Let coward ſpirits dwell below,  _ 
And only give the brave to die. 
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SO N G CXXX. 
The Words by Mr. Gay. 


LL in the Downs. our fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my true-love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
Tf my ſweet William ſails among yu crew. 


William, who high apdü the yard, 
Rock'd by the billows to and fro, 
Scon as her well-known voice he heard, 
| He ſigh'd and caſt his eyes below ; | 
The cord ſlides ſwiftly through his glowing hands, 
And quick at light ning on the deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet lark, high: peiꝰ d in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate” s ſhrill voice he 11 
And drops at once into her neſt. 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 


O Suſan ! Suſan ! lovely dear! 

My vows ſhall ever true remain ; 
Let me wipe off that falling tear, 
. Weonly part to mect again. 
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Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The — compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 


Believe not what the landmen ay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell thee, ſailors, when away, 

In ev*ry port a miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe er I go. 


If to fair India's coaſt we fail, 
Thane eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright 3 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale, 
Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous obj ect that I view, 
Wake in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Soe. ' 


Thoꝰ battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Tho? cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return: | 
Love turns afide the balls that round me fy, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop ſrom Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 

The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread ; 
No longer muſt ſhe flay on board; 

They kiſs'd, ſhe figh'd, he hung his head ; 
Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land: 
Adieu! ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her lilly hand, 
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8 0 N G cxxxl. 
4 Cantata. Sung by Mrs. Weichſel at Vauxhall. 
Ser by Sig. Giorda ni 


RECITATIVE. 


E HO LD the heavens how beauteous and ſerene, 
Now not a breeze diſturbs the placid air, 

And on the branch the leaf untrembling hangs ; 

All nature now enjoys the happy calm, 

All but this throbbing boſom, doom'd, no more 

To taſte repoſe, whilit abſent is the fair, whoſe 


Radient eyes wah boundleſs e. inſp ir. 
AIR. 
· Each morn returning ray, 
Each op'ning flow'ret cheers; 
In purple luſtre gay, 


It's head exulting rears.” 
When night obſcures the ſkies, 
Its tranſient glory dies. 


RECITATIVE. $65 


Thus Thirſis was lamenting the abſence of his dear, 
When Daphne appear'd, who baniſh'd all his fears, 
And thus reply'd the fair; ceaſe, gentle ſwain, 1 
To pour thy ſoft complaint; ſee Daphne comes to ſooth r 
Anxious cares, and ſhare thy pains, thy ardent vows; ſhe 
Hears thy love fincere, with equal love repays. 


ATR 
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The riſing bluſh, the dying ſighs, 
My ſecret paſſion prove; 

While rapture trembling through mine Kev. 
Diſcloſe how much I love: 

Take, take whate'er of bliſs 
Or joy, you fondly fancy mine; 

Whate'er of joy or bliſs I boaſt, 
Love renders wholly thine. 


How blithely all the live-long day, 
The feather'd warblers ſing ; - 


On ev'ry buſh they chant their lay, 
Or trill on e 5 
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Maſon's daughter, fair and young,. 
The pride of all the virgin throng, 
Thus to her lover ſaid ; 
Though, Damon, I you! flame approve, 
Your actions praiſe, your perſon love, | 
Yet all Pl live a maid, | * 


None ſhall untie my virgin zone, 
But one to whom the en known 
Of fam'd free maſonry; 
In which the great and good combine, 
To raiſe, with generous deſign, | 
Man to — 


— 


The 


* 
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The lodge excludes the fop and fool, 
The plodding knave, and party tool, 
That liberty would ſell : 
The noble, faithful, and the brave, 
No golden charms can e'er deceive, 
In ſlavery to dwell. 


This ſaid, he bow'd and went away ; 

Apply was made, without delay 
Return'd to her again; 

The fair one granted his requeſt, 

Connubial joys their days have bleſt ; 
And may they e'er remain. 


s Oo NG CXXXIIL 
A BAccHANALIAN SONO, 


From Fawkes's AN ACREON. Ser by Mr, Yates. | 


ACCHUS, Jove's delightful boy, 
Gen'rous god of wine and j Joy, | 
Still exhilerates the ſou! 
Wich the raptures of the bowl. 


— 


Then with feather'd feet I boung ð 
Dancing in a feſtive round; ö 

Then II feel in ſparkling wine, 

Tranſports delicate, divine. 


Then the ſprightly muſic warms, 

Song delights, and beauty charms. _— 
Debonair, arid light and gay, 5 
Thus I dance the hours away. | 
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SONG cxxxiv. 


V maſon's art th' aſpiring dome 
In various columns ſhall ariſe; 
All climates are ther native home, 
Their godlike actions reach the ſkies : 
Heroes and kings revere their name, 


While poets ſing their laſting fame. 


Great, noble, generous, good, and brave, 
Are titles they moſt juſtly claim; 
Their deeds ſhall live beyond the grave, 
Which ſome unborn ſhall loud proclaim : 
Time ſhall their glorious acts inroll, CE” 
While love and friendſhip charm the ſoul. = 


ae 


SONG CHE, 


OM Edet us prepare, 
We brothers that are, 
Met together on merry occaſion ; 
Let's drink, laugh, and ſing, 


Our wine has a ſpring ; 
Here's a health to an accepted maſon, 


The world is in pain, 
Our ſecret to gain, 
But ſtill let them wonder and gaze on; POE 
8 „ Till 


0 
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Till they're ſhewn the light, 
They'll ne'er know the right 

Word or ſign of an accepted maſon. 


»Tis this and *tis that, 
They cannot tell what; __ 
bets ſo many great men in the nation, 
Should aprons put on, 
To make themſelves one 
With a free and an accepted maſon. - 


Great kings, dukes, hat lords, f = ES. | 

Have laid by their ſwords, | 3 
This our myſt ry to put a good grace on; 

And ne'er been aſham'd, | 

To hear themſelves nam'd, 


With a free and an accepted maſon, 


Antiquity's pride 
We have on our fide, 

It e each man juſt in his ſtation; 

There's nought but what's oY 
To be underſtood, 

By a free. and an accepyed maſon, 


We're true and Gate, 

We're juſt to the fair, 
They'll-truſt us on ev'ry occaſion ; 

No mortal can more 5 . 

| The ladies adore, : | 

| Than a free and an h maſon. 


1 


* 


| A :340 3 

Then join hand in hand, 4 

T Toeach other firm ſtand, . ; 

Let's be merry, and put a bright face on; ; 
No mortal can boaſt, | 


So noble a toaſt, 
As a free and an accepted maſon, 


Mie erer meme noruepuee me neones mouce epep me mete no uereptep mee 


SONG CXXXVI. : 


y E HOLD, in a lodge we dear brethren are met, 
And in proper order together are ſet; | 
Our ſecrets to none but ourſelves ſhall be known, 
Our actions to none but free maſons be ſhewn. 
Derry down, down, down, voy: down. 


- a 


Let brotherly love be among us reviv d, 

Let's ſtandby our laws that are wiſely contriy'd ; 
And then all the glorious creation ſhall ſee, 
That none are ſo loving, ſo friendly as we. 

5 | ery GOWN, &c. | 


The temple, and many magnificent pile, 
E'en buildings now ſtanding within our own 1855 e 
With wiſdom contriv'd, with beauty refin'd, 

Wich ſtrength to ſupport, and the building to bind, 
| Derry down, &c. 


Thoſe noble grand ſructures will always proclaim 
What honour is due to a free maſon's name; 
E'en ages to come, wheu our work they ſhall ſee, 
Will ſtrive with each other, like us, to be free. 

5 Derry down, &c. 


What 


3 9 
. 

12 
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. 


(197 1 
What tho? ſome, of late, by their · ſpleen plainly ſhew, 


They fain would deride what they gladly would. ** "5 


Let ev'ry true brother theſe vermin deſpiſe, 
And the ancient grand ſecret keep back from their _ 
Dterry down, &c. 


Then, brethren, let's all put our hand to our kia, 
And reſolve frem true maſonry ne'er to depart ; 
And when the laſt trumpet on earth ſhall deſcend, 
Our lodge will be clos'd, and our r ſecret ſhall end. 

"up down, &c. 


Sl eeeeeeeeeeee 


SONG CXXXVII. 


A B UCK 's Sono. Tun, Tantara-rara, maks all. 


ROTHER bucks, all attend to the theme I ſhall | 


ſing, 
And is ſo loud, make the ceiling to ring; ; 
From thence to the ſkies let your voices reſound, 
While each heart glows with mirth, and the bumpers go 
round, 
Sing Mas Ho bucks all, 


But firſt to our Grand let us due homage pay, 
And may each grateful buck his lov'd edict obey ; 


May his breaſt, fraught with candour, be open and free | 


And may all in's high ſation be as honeſt as he. 


— * 
9 * 4 


Sing tantara- -raray cc. 


Fred ſacred records our r ſanction we ng | 
Of old Nimrod the buck, who was fond of the chace ; 


H 2 But : 


tus 1 
But ſince that our orders ſo general 8 


Bucks are every where made both abroad and at home. 
. | Sing tantara-rara, &c. 


Now to bucks of all ſeQs in a health let us join, 
Heres the bucks of the bell, and the bucks of the vine, 
Here's the lodge at the platter, and likewiſe to thoſe 
Of our order ſo true, at the ſun and the roſe. 

Sing tantara-rara, &c. 


1 him therefore who rails at our high appellation, 
Whate'er be his worth, or whatever his ſtation; 
Weigh maturely the point, and pray hard for good luck, 
Or *tis twenty to one but incog. he's a buck. 

Sing tantara-rara, &c: 


Here's the politic buck, whoſe high antlers well tipp'd, 


: Shakes his purſe at the world, while his doe's fairly leap'd : 
Here's a glaſs of condolance to each plodding cit, 


That's familiarly buck'd by a lord ora wit. 
| Sing tantara-rara, &e. 


Here's Sir Gravity too, in a b bumper ſo clear, 
Who oft at our ſanction caſt mapy a ſneer ; 
Tho” in public he rolls, yet in private we know 


He's a buck One NOSE appeal to his doe. 
Sing tantara-rara, Ec. 


Now to bucks of all kinds we have toaſted ſucceſs; ; 
Here's the ſweet pretty does, for can true bucks do leſs ; 
Come join then in chorus, with accents ſo ſhrill, 


And may each jolly buck have a doe at his will. 
Sing tantara-rara, &c. 


8 O NG 


4 yo * 8 4 26 3>365 b ERICA 
1 \ 5 Sl * * 
1 822 £4 * 


FCC 


8 O. N G CXXXVILT. 
A l Abs Sung by Miſs Cowper at Vauxhall. 
Ser. by Mr. Bach. 


/F 1D ST ſilent ſhades and-pnrling ſtreams, 
The god of love ſupinely dreams; 

” Frofy and fantaſtic chains, 

Ine leads deluded maids and ſwains: 

| But if the trumpets loud alarms; 

Excite to deeds of manly arms; 

As the tremendous ſounds ariſe, 

The coward boy in terror flies; 


On ſilken wings he cuts the air, 
Scar'd at the thunder of the war. 


K k meuek ene pes ares ie ates Mk net 


| SONG CXXXIX. 
A favourite Song. Sung by Miſs Cowper at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. John Chriſtian Bach. 


h ! ſeek to know what _ detains 
The object of my care; 
If ſtill his breaſt unchang'd remains, 
If I his converſe ſhare : 0 
Ah! ſeek to know if ſtill his breaſt . temains, 
If I his converſe ſhare. 


H 3 Tell 


1 
Tell me if e'er he gently ſighs, 
At mention of my name, 
If e'er when tender paſſions riſe, 
His lips his truth proclaim: 
Ah ! tell me, ah! tell me, 
If er he gently figh ; 


Ah ! ſeek to know what place detains 
The * of my care. 


eee 
SONG (CXIL. 


Curore?'s KRissEs. 


| (© es Chloe come give me ſweet kiſſes, 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 
But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Do you aſk me how many I'd have? 
I am not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 
Then prithee, dear Chloe, be kind; 
For fince I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers I'll ne'er be conũn'd. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flowers that enamel! the fields, 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ſtraying, 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields; 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven, 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore, 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given me, 
I ful hall be aſking for more, 


k * 1 
To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine; 
In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, 
And twiſt round thy. neck like a vine: 
What joy can be greater than this is! 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent: _ 
But the wretch who can number his kiſſes, 
Will always. with few be content. 


& FFF 
: SONG CXLL. 
| O you hear, brother ſportſman, The ſound of the 
horn, 
And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline; 
For ſhame, rouſe your ſenſes, n ere it is morn, 
With me the ſweet melody join: 
Thro' the wood and the valley, the traitor wel rally, 


Nor quit: him *till panting he lies; 
While hounds in full cry, thro? hedges ſhall fly, 


And chace the ſwift hare *cill ſhe dies. 

{ Then ſaddle your ſteed, to the meadows and fields, 
# Both willing and joyous repair; 

I No paſtime in life greater happineſs Yields, 


: Than chaſing the fox or the hare : 

For ſuch comforts, my friend, on the ſportſman attend, 
$ No pleaſure like haunting 1s found ; 

F For when it is o'er, as briſk as belies 

| Next morning we ſpurn up the ground. 
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Stick cloſe to orders, meſſmates, 
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38 ON G CXILII. 


GW little do the landſmen know, 
Of what we ſailors feel, 


When waves do mount and winds do blow! ' 


But we have hearts of ſteel : 
No danger can affright us, 
No enemy ſhall flont : 
We'll make the monſieurs right us, 


So toſs the cann about. 


We'll plunder, burn, and fink, 
Then France have at your firſt-rates, 
For Britons never ſhrink : 5 285 
We'll rummage all we fancy, | 
Well bring them in by ſcores, 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall roll in louis-d'ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying, 
With our noble commodore, 

We'll ſpend our wages ys boys, 
And then to fea for more: 

In peace we'll drink and fing, boys, 
In war we'll never fly, 


Here's a health to George our king, . 


And the royal family. f 


SONG 


SONG cxl ill. | 


AR, hark ye, how ecchoes the horn in the vale, 
Whoſe notes do ſo ſportively dance on the gale, 


To charm us to barter, for ignoble reſt, 
The. joys which true pleaſure can raiſe in the breaſt : 


The morning is fair, and in labour with day, 

And the cry of the huntſman is hark, hark, away: * 
Then wherefore defer we one moment, ou r joys ? 
Haſte, haſte, let's away, ſo to horſe, my brave boys. 


What pleaſure can equal the joys of the chace, 
Where meaner delights to more noble give place? 
While onward we preſs, and each ſorrow * 5 
From valley to valley re-ecchoes the cry: 

Our joys are all ſterling, no ſorrow we 8 5 

We bound o'er the lawn, and look back on old care; 
Forgetful of labour, we leap o'er the mounds, 
Led on by the horn, and the cry of the hounds... | 


aaa ö, i] 5 


SONG cxLIV. 
Tus His roa of THE LATE WAR. 
© RISE, Britannia, firike th/attertive ear, 
With Britiſh deeds perform'd in modern war; 


Sing how thy fons, warm'd with their grand-fire's fire, 


To conqueſt, wealth and glory re- aſpire. 
The goddeſs hears and ſmiles : elate to tell. 


How Albion roſe to fame, how Gallia fell. : 


8 | | Tuns 


1 184 J 
Tune, Give ear to a frolickſome ditty) 
Come liſten a while to my ſtory, 
Tis fit for true Britons to hear, 
How England aſſumed her glory, 
And Frenchmen reſumed their fear. 
Tol, lol, &e, 


Tune, The Attic fire.) 


When gentle peace s olive branch, 


Had ſtill'd our jars with faithleſs France, 
Britons their arms laid by ; 
But France, whoſe faith is all a joke, 
The ſacred bond of honor broke, 
And every treaty's tie. 


(Tune, In ſtory we're told.) 
Then ſays our good king, 
Tis a very hard thing, 


My friend Lewis ſnould be ſo uncivil: 
Since all bounds he o' er leaps, 


I will feize all his ſhips, 


And blow all his forts to the devil. 
RE CITATIVE. 


Then ſtrait he ſent out full as brave a train, 


As ever courted fame on land or main; 
Their mighty acts will dignify my ſong; 
Some I'll repeat, for all will be too long. 


| Tune, Watkin's Breeches.) 
Have you not heard how Marlbro' burnt 


Their ſhipping at St. Maloe's ? 
Maloe's, Maloe's, ſhipping at St. Maloe's ; 


Stores 


c 155 ] « 


Sn proviſions, ſhips and all. : 
He burn'd at St. Maloe 8643 | 


"6 
* * 


Tune, Ally Croaker ) 7 


This work when compleat, with hearts void of fear, firs -. 
To Cherburgh, their courſe they directly did ſteer, fir, 
To Cherburgh, whoſe works near an age had —_— . 

ſir, 

But in one glorious day was by 1 Britain deſtroy'd, fir: 

hut firſt we ſent a trumpet, on ſeeing their alarm, fir, , 

3 To tell them our buſineſs, in order and form, fir. 


(Tune, Lord Thomas he was a bold foreſter.) , 


But when that he came to Cherburgh gate, 
He knock'd hard at the ring, 
And who was ſo ready as the governor, 
I To let the bold trumpeter in. ; 
q What news, what news, thou bold trumpeter, . 
What news doſt thou bring unto me ? 
F We're come to deſtroy both your baſon and works, 
And rhat js 5 bad news for thee. 


RECITATIVE:. 


Confounded at the news, with meagre face, 
Thus the poor governor bewail'd his caſe. 


7 Tune, The charge ls prepar d.)) 
The Engliſh are come, our fate is decreed, 
Ah! toutes les faints aye pitie de nous! 
5 uch force and ſuch courage no ſtrength can impede; 
The devil confound all the helliſh crew. 


Ms Then 


[ 256 ] 
Then farewel, fair town, noble baſon, adieu 
Morbleu ! I muſt fly; wou'd you cou'd fo too; 


Here ſets our bright ſun, here begins our diſgrace, 


For the rouz'd Engliſh lion, no Frenchman can face. 
£ : 


Tune, Our goodly ſhip ſhe was laden deep.) 
So the works we burnt, and the ſtones we ſunk, 
And the governor he did run away; | 
And the flags we brought unto old England, 
For to ſhew that we had won the day. 


(Tune, A cobler there was.) 


»Twas our brave fathers, renown'd of yore, 
Spread death and deſtruction on Gallia's falie ſhore; 


Thus our Edwards and Henrys, our Benbows and Sho- 


vels, 


Us'd to thraſh the French raſcals within hate own hovels. 
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SONG CXLV. 
A favourite Song. Sung by Mrs. Scott tn 
The Conſcious Lovers. Set by Mr. Baildon. 


F love's a ſu eet paſſion, how can it torment ? 

If bitter, O tell me, whence comes my content! 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know tis in vain ? 
Let fo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 


'That at once it both wounds me and tickles my heart. 


J graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by — ſilence I make my 5 known: 


But 


— WA 


1 157 J 
But oh! how i'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 


When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name! 


How pleaſing is beauty! how ſweet are her charms! 
How delightful her embraces! how peaceful her arms! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 

Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 

And to beauty's bright ſtandard all hero's muſt yield; 
For *tis Oy that dogs ane and _— the fair held. 


c*oototoojoofoote $o-hocfootoHoodjoojoofootortorooootors 


SONG CXLVI. 
Tur DusrT-Carr. | 
A favourite Cantata. 


| RECITATIV E. 
S tink'ring Tom thro? ſtreets his trade did cry, 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſling by; 
In duſt-cart high advanc'd the nymph was plac'd, 
With the rich cinders round her lovely wailt : 
Tom with uplifted hands th'occaſion bleſt, 
And thus, in ijoothing ſtrains, the maid addreſt. 


AIX. 
O Sylvia, while you drive your cart, 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 
You take our duſt, and fteal our hearts: 
That mine is gone, alas! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 


And dwells among the duſt with you: | 
Ah 3 


158 J 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain; 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, again: 
Give me my heart, out of your cart; 
Give me my heart, yu ſole, r 5 c 


RECITATIVE. 


Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
Exulting roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 
She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt, as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſdain on little folks below: | 
To Tom ſhe nodded, as the cars drove on, 


And then, reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, ſtop, John. 


A I R. p 1 

Shall I who ride above the reſt, 1 
Be by a paltry croud oppreſt? 5 
Ambition now my ſoul does fire; 
The youths ſhall languiſh and admire, 

And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart, 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt- cart. 
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SONG CXLVII. 
A favourite Song. Sung by Miſs Cow per at 
Vauxhall. Ser by Mr. Bach. 


OU LD you a ſemale heart inſpire, a 
With tender paſſion, warm deſire, 
Employ each ſoothing art; 
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The god of love all force diſdains, 


© 159 1 


He only leads in pleaſing chains, 
The kind conſenting heart. 


| reecesastoasoago aao % 


8 ON G CXLVIII. 


AIL England, old England, for glory EY 
In arms, as in arts, ſo tranſcendently crown d, 


Tis thine, ſtrict to honour, no treaties to break; 


'Tis thine o revenge, when that honour's at ſtake; 

Then now rouſe, ye brave, draw the ſword, 19 71 we 
lance, 

And bid the bold cannon hurl thunder to F rance. 


44 
— 


CHoRwUs. 


Huzza! huzza! huzza! O ye Britons; to conqueſt 


purſue ; 
For the trumpet of vi'ry' s uplifted for you. © f 


Hark! truth ſpeaks already, our heroes prevail; 3 


The rouz'd Engliſh lion makes Gallia turn pale: 
Thy cunning. O! France, its own fate will decree; 
Succeſs, lo! dawns on us by land and by ſea ; 


And wide o'er the main ſhall the Britiſh flag fly, 


To force that ſ ubmiſſion which pride would y. 
Huzza, &c. | 


Britannia rejoices your ardour to ſee ; 
My ſons, fight, ſhe cries, *tis for Freedom and me; 
Tho' Gallic ambition alliance explore; 


You've conquer'd them now, whom you ve conquer'd 
before; EE, 


And 


: $2007 J 
And Triumph theſe truths to all nations ſhall ſing, 


The ocean is George's, and George is our king. 
Huzza, &c. 
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SONG CXLIX. 
THz ConTenTEeD MILLER, 
Sang. ty Mr. Hudſon at Ranelagh. 


N a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat, . 
With a mill, and ſome meadows—(a freehold eſtate) 

A well meaning miller by labour ſupplies | 
Thoſe bleſſings that nature to grand ones denies ; 
No paſſions to plague him, no cares to torment, 
His conſtant companions are health and content: 
Their lordſhips, in lace, may take note, if they will, 
For he's honeſt—tho? daub'd with the duſt of his mill. 


Ere the lark's early carol ſalutes the new day, 

He ſprings from his cottage, as jocund as May; 

He chearfully whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 6 
Or ſings the laſt ballad he bought at the fair: 

While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of ſtate, 

Or bribing elections, in hopes to be great; 

No fraud, nor ambition, his boſom does fill, 

Contented he works if there's griſt for his mill. 


On Sunday, bedeck'd in his home-ſpurn array, 
At church he's the loudeſt to chant or to pray; 
Sits down to a dinner of plain Engliſh food; 
And tho' {imple the pudding, his appetite's good; 
At 


E16 F.- 


At night, when the prieſt and exciſemen are gone, 
He quaffs at the ale-houſe with Roger and John; 
Then returns to his pillow, and dreams of no ill, 
No monarch's more bleſt than the man of the mill. 


ASSSSSECSOSSASNISESINEONNS 


SONG CE. 
Hucn Morcan's LAMENTATION. 


T Llantavre, Got pleſs her, a place of renown, 
Hur was brought up, and porn, tWas a Ne 
gallant town; 
Hur father, Got pleſs hur, did keep a goot tc 
Where never was lack of goot putting and ſowſe. 
Oh! the houſe of hur father, hur father*s goo! houſe, 
Where never was lack of goot putting and ſowſe, 
Prafe * barra mennin and goot + barra chowſe; 
And was it not,. look vou, a plentiful houſe. 


Hur father, Got pleſs hur, was prafe gallant man, 
A ſlientleman, look you, and Morgan her name; 
. Great wonders her did in the wars of the place, 


Which caus'd many ſcars on hur worſhip's goot face. 
Ohl the houſe of hur father, &c. 


So great was hee might, hur ſtrengh and hur power, 

For hur ſprung from the loins of great Owen Glendour; 

Hur flew many ſhiants, reliev'd many maids, 

A knight of great valour, but a cobler by trade. 
Oh! the houſe of hur father, &c; 


Bread and Butter, + Bread and Cheeſe. 
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Of dunnocks * goats hur had goot ſtore and plenty, 

Of leeks a great garden, with cabbages dainty; 

An old woodcock's bill for a pipe, with goot tiquor, 

To comfort hur noſe when hur ſatin hur wicker. | 
Oh! the houſe of hur father, &c. 


. 


Nou hur father was tead—oh ! peace to hur relique, 

Hur was tead of the wind in hur guts and the colic,. 

Hur houſe, goods and chattels hur left to hur ſon, 

Who was look'd at by all as a triving young man. 
Oh ! the houſe of hur father, &c. 


But the firſt of great March, on St. Taffid's great dey, 
As thorough Llantavre hur took hur beſt way, 74 
With hur leek in hur hat, to the ſhow hur was going, 
With Shenkin and Morgan, and Watkin and Owen. 

Oh! the houſe of hur father, &c. 


Now as hur was paſſing the folks all among, 
Sweet Winnefred's face hur beheld in a throng ; 
St. David, how great was poor Hughy's ſurpriſe ! 
When hour felt the ſharp nettles that ſhot from hur eyes. 
Oh! the marfelous eyes of ſweet Winnefred S hones» 


* 


Which makes hur ſit topping with fighings and. 


groans, 
Making hur moans, ſighings and groans, 
Oh ! the marfelous eyes of ſweet Winnefred Manes: 


The very firſt ſhaft hur receiv'd from bar quiver, 
Went through hur breaſt-bone, and ſtuck in hur liver, 
Hur ploot poil'd and puppled and glow'd in a trice, 
But Winnefred's, look you, was frozen as ice. 

Ohl the marfelous eyes, &c. 


[ 163 1 
By Cheſu hur ſwore hur wou'd pluck up a courage, 
Hur went to har and ſwore hur was goot as leek porrage ; 
But hur gimlet hur cock'd with an eye of diſdain, | 
Which pierc'd hur heart thorough and —— again, 


Oh! the marfelous eyes, &c. 
ac 


Hur told hur in many ſweet ditty and carol, 
Hur love was as great as hur anceftors were all ; 
But in vain thoſe ſweet ditties and carols hur ſung, 
Unheeded hur harp hur fo often had . 

Oh! the marfelous eyes, &c. 


Cot f. un hur ſwore, for hur was in a paſſion, 


Hur would hate all ſuch jades as the plagues of a nation 3 
But the ſlut was ſo cruel hur ſpit in hur face, | 


A ſign hur was lack of goot preeding and grace, 
Ohl! the damnable eyes of Miſs Winnefred Shones. 


So now hur will pack up hur alls and be going, 

And leave off ſuch priples and praples as loving; 

Fare wel to Llantavre of faired renown, | 

Hutr'll ſeek hur goot fortune in London fine town, 
Then adieu to the houſe, oh! hur father's fine houſe, 
Where never was lack of goot pudding and ſowſe, 
Prafe barra-mennin, and goot barra-chowle 
Oh! was it not, look you, a pleatiful houſe. 
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SONG Cl.. 


TRE ORICIN or EN GLISsu L1BERTY. 


Sang by Mr. Hudſon. The Words by G. A. Stevens. 


N CE the gods of the Greeks at ambrofial feaſt 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing; ; 


Merry Momus among them was fat as a gueſt, 


(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing :) 
On each in the ſynod the humoriſt droll'd, 
So none could his jokes diſapprove z 
He ſung, reparteed, and ſome ſmart ſtories told; 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove. 


„% Sire ! Atlas, who long had the univerſe bore, 
« Grows greviouſly tir d of late; 

« He fays that mankind are much worſe than before, 
« So he begs to be eas'd of their weight.“ 

Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 


Gave his daughter Attraction the charge of the world, 


And ſhe hung it up in his hall. 


Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the globe round, 


To fee what each climate was worth; 
Like a di'mond the whole with an ane bare on, 
And ſhe variouſly planted the earth: 


With ſilver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd, 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear; 


What ſuited each clime on each el ime ſhe beſtow'd, . 
And Freedon ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


Four- 
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1 1 . 
Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 

As guardians to cheriſh the root 
The bloſſoms of Liberty 'gan then to ſmile, 

And .Engliſhmen fed on the fruit: 
Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty ſo rare, 

O preſerve it as free as *twas given: 
We will while we've breath, nay, we'll graſpit in death, 
Then return it untainted to heaven. 


SONG CLI. 


E comes, he comes, the hero's come! 

Sound, ſound the trumpet, beat, beat the drum; 
From port to port let cannons roar, ; 
He's welcome to the Britiſh ſhore. 


— 


Prepare, prepare, your ſongs prepare; 
Loud, loudly rend the echoing air: 
From pole to pole your joys reſound, 
For virtue's his, with glory crown'd. 


eee 


SONG CLI. 
THROow THE WOOD LADPDIE. 
Sung by Mrs. Arne at Vauxhall, 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne. 


| SANDY, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 
Thy preſence could eaſe me, | 
When naething can pleaſe me; 


Now 


Fr ———— 
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When throw the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing, and 


© Ofer hill and o'er valley he flies; 
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Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the Burn, 
Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return, 


Tho? woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing, 
Yet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 
When throw the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken ſome ſpare not to tell, 

Pm faſh'd wi their ſcorning, 

Baith ev'ning and morning; 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When throw the wood, laddie, I wander my ſell. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, no longer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 


Wha's living in langour till that happy "MF 


play. 
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8 Q N G IAV. 
Sung by the Squire in Thomas and Sally. 


H E ecchoing horn calls the ſportſman abroad, 
To horſe my brave boys and away; 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too t-dious delay. 
What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox, 


Then 


E 


Then follow, we'll ſoon over take him, huzza ! 
The traitor is ſeix d on and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals ſhouting and gay, 
How ſweet is the bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day : 
Witch ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy, 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours : 
Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


VCC 


SONG CLV. 
A HunTiNnG SONG. 
Sung at Vauxhall, Set 9 Mr. TR, 


RECITATIVE. 


FARK! the horn calls away, 
Come the grave, come the gay; 

Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 

Quit the bondage of ſloth and ariſe, 


MER 


From the Eaſt breaks the morn, 

See the ſun-beams adorn 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high, 
The wild heath, &c. | 

Shrilly opes the ſtaunch 33 

The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
And the floods and the vallies reply, 


And the floods, &c. 
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Our fore-fathers ſo good, 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
| By encount'ring the hart and the boar ; 
i Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
| Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
| And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar. 


Hence, of noble deſcent, 

| Hills and wilds we frequent, 

= * Where the bofom of nature's reveal'd ; 
| Tho? in life's buſy day, | 
Man of man makes a prey, 


Still let ours be the prey of the feld. 


Wich the chace full in ſight, 
Gods! how great the delight! | 
How our mortal ſenſations refine ! e 
Where is care, where is fear? 
Like the winds in the rear, 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine. 


Now to horſe, my brave boys; 
Lo ! each pants for the joys 

» That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 

x Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 


And renew the chace over the bowl. 


. 
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8 O N G CLVI. 


Sung in LETHE. 


E mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex, 
_ Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities vex ; 
Whoſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt, 
Who riſe without joy, and lie down without reſt : 
Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, | 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care; 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget al your care. 


Old maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain 
The rake ſhall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy'd : 

Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care; 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


The wife at one draught may forget all her wants, 

Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants ; 

The troubled in mind ſhall go chearful away, 

And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day : 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care; 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care. 
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When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 


The hounds their trembling victim ſeize, 


1 


SONG CLVII. 
| Sung by Mr. Taylor. 
H ARK ! hark! the joy-inſpiring horn, 
. Salutes the roſy, riſing morn, 
And echoes thro? the dale ; 
With clam'rous peals the hills reſound, 


The hounds quick-ſcented ſcow'r the ground, 


And ſnuff the fragrant pale. 


Nor gates nor hedges can impede 

The briſk, high mettled, ſtarting ſteed 
The Jovial pack purſue; 

Like light'ning darting oer the plains, 

The diſtant hills with ſpeed he gains, 
And ſees the game in view. 


Her path the timid hare forſakes, 
Aud to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 
There pants a-while for breath; 


Her haunt's deſcry'd, her fate is near, 
She ſees approaching death. 


Directed by the well known breeze, 


She faints, ſne falls, ſhe dies; 
The diſtant courſers now come in, 
And join the loud triumphant din, 

Till eccho rends the ſkies, 


1 
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SONG CEVIIL 

Hor k, 


A Paſtoral. Set by Mr. Arne. 


Y banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep ; 
My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white over with ſheep : 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 
Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 
Where the hare bells and violets grow ; 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


I have found out a gift for my fair, 
I have found where the wood pigeons breed ; 
But let me that plunder forbear, 
She'll ſay *twas a barbarous deed ; 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of it's young; ; 
T lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such Tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 


But where does my Phyllida ſtray, 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs : 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
= And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours? | 
Ihe groves may perhaps be as fair, 1 9 J 
2 And the face of the valleys as fine ; ks 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 0] 
But their love is not equal to mine. e ba 
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SONG CLIX. 
OryPHevus AND EVURYDICE. 


W HEN Orpheus went down to the regions below, 


Which men are forbidden to ſee, 
He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiſtories ſhew, 
To ſet his Eurydice free. 


All hell ſtood amaz'd, that a perſon fo wiſe, 
Should fo raſhly endanger his life, 

And venture ſo far, but how vaſt their "EY ! 
When they heard that he came for his wife. 


To find out a puniſhment due to the fault, 


Old Pluto long puzzled his brain; 
But hell had not torments ſufficient, he thought, 


So he gave him his wife back again. 


But pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiſh'd his heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing ſo well, ap 
He took her again, in reward for his art: 
Such power had muſic in hell. 


SONG CLX. 
Rr CIrT ATI RE. 
T* whiſtling plowman hails the bluſhing dawn, 
The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, 


Loud ſings the blackbird thro reſounding groves, 
And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing ſun. 


AIR. 


E 
AIX. | 
Away, to the copſe lead away, 
And now my boys thro' off the hounds ; 
Pl warrant hell ſhew us ſome play, 
gee, yonder he ſculks thro” the grounds. 
Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke em 
my blooJs, | 
'Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn ; 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Twixt echo, the hounds and the horn. 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find 
So he breaks it and ſcours amain, 
And leaves us at diſtance behind: 
O'er rocks and o'er hedges and rivers we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; 
Stout reynard we'll follow until that he die; 


Cheer up the good dogs with the horn, 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro' the dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; 
His ſpeed can do longer avail, 
Nor his cunning his life can prolong: 
From our ſtaunch and fleet pack "eas i in vain 
that he fled, 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd, forlorn ; 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie _ 
And ſhout ta the ſound of the horn. 
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SONG CLXI. 


4H HURSDAY in themorn the ninerecoth of May, 
Recorded be for ever the famous ninety-two, 


Brave Ruſſel did diſcern by dawn of day, 

'The lofty fails of France advancing now; 
All hands aloft, aloft, let Engliſh valour ſhine, 
Let fly a culverin, a fignal for the line, 

Let every man ſupply his gun; 

Follow me, and you'll ſee, 
That the battle will be ſoon * 


Tourville on the main triumphant roll'd, 

To meet the gallant Ruſſel in combat on the deep; 
He led a noble train of heroes bold, 

To fink the Engliſh admiral and his fleet. 
Now every valiant mind to victory doth aſpire, 
The bloody fight's begun, the ſea is all on fire; 

And mighty fate ſtood looking on, 

Whilſt a flood, all of blood, 
Fill'd the ſcuppers of the Riſing- Sun. 


Sulphur, ſmoke and fire, diſturbing the air, 
With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic ſhore ; 
Their regulated bands ſtood trembling near, 
To ſee their lofty ſtreamers now no more: 
At fix o'clock the red, the ſmiling victors led, 
To give a ſecond blow, the fatal overthrow, 
Now death and horror equal reign ; 
Now they cry, run or die, 
Britiſh colours ride the vanq uiſh'd main, 


1175 J 
See they fly amaz'd thro' rocks and ſands, 


One danger they graſp at to ſhun the greater fate; 
In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands, 

The nymphs and ſea- gods mourn their loſt eſtate; 
For evermore adieu, thou dazzling Riſing-Sun, 
From thy untimely end thy maſter's fate begun; 

Enough thou mighty god of war! 

Now we ſing, bleſs the king, 

Let us drink to ev Ty N tar. 


SON 6 CLXII. 
A HunTine. Sons. 
Sung by Mr. Beard in Apollo and Daphne. 
\HE ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains. with. 
gold, ä 


And the meadows all ſpangled with dew-drops behold ;: 

The larks early matin proclaims the new day, 

And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our delay 

With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry. 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 

And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt 3 the court; 

No care nor ambition our patience: annoy, . 

But innocence ſtill gives us a zeſt to our Joy \ 
With the * c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree, 
The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee ;. 


14. The 


f 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 


Tho' often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace. | 
With the ſports, &c. 


The cit hunts a plumb, the ſoldier hunts fame, 

The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 

And the artful coquette, tho? ſhe ſeems to refaſe, 

Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues, 0 
With the ſports, xc. f 1 
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Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, TA 
All the bleſſings we aſk, is the bleſſing of health; 
With hounds and with 871 thro' the woodlands to 
roam, 
And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at home. 
With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, the hounds 1 in full cry. 
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8 O NG CLXIII. ; 
| Aenne | 
1 E feſtive board was met, the ſocial band # 
Round fam*d Anacreon took their filent ſtand ; 13 | | 
My ſons, (began the ſage) be this the rule, - 
No brow auſtere muſt dare approach my ſchool, 5 


Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within, 
Old Care be gone, here ſadneſs is a fin. 


AI. 


E 

AI x. | . P 
Tell me not the joys that wait 

On him that's learn'd, on him that's great; 

Wealth and wiſdom I deſpiſe, 

Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe : 

'Y The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth,. 

And Bacchus, god of wine and mirth,. 


Me their friend and fav'rite on, 
& I was born for them alone : 


— 


* Bus neſs, title, pomp and ſtate, 
105 Give em to the fools I hate. 
But let love, let life be mine; eh 


Bring me women, bring me wine; 

Speed the dancing hours away, 

Mind not what the grave ones ſay ; 

Gaily let the minutes fly, 

In wit and freedom, love and j joy ; 
80 ſhall love and life be mine, 


Bring me women, bring me wine. 
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SONG CLXIW. p 
By J. Cunningham. 

HE ſilver moon's enamour'd beam 


Steals foftly thro? the night, 


To wanton in the winding ſtream, 
And kiſs reflected light: 


1 5 To 


„ 
To courts be gone, heart- ſoothing ſleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I my wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay; 
Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May: 
The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 
Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


Pll tune my pi pe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 

„Till new wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: 

At her approach the lark miſtakes, 


And quits the new-dreſs'd green— 
Fond bird ! *tis not the morning breaks, 


Lis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now, blithſome, o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 

'The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 

r ſing their love-tun'd lay; 

TM May, in morning robe, draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen; 

The nymphs and ſwains, exulting, cry, 

Here's Kate of Aberdeen. 
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s ON G CLXV. 
OVEL v TY aſſuage my anguiſh. 
At your feet a tender ſwain 


Prays you. will not let him languiſh z. 
One kind look would eaſe his pain. 


Did you know the lad who courts you, ö Y 
He not long need ſue in vain ; 
Prince of ſon g, of dance and ſports—you: 
| Scarce will meet the like again. 


N the white cliffs of Albion ſee Fame where ſhe 
ſtands, | 
And her ſhrill ſwelling r notes reach the W 


lands: 
Of the natives free- born, and their conqueſts the ſings, 


The happieſt of men with the greateſt of kings. 


George the Third ſhe proclaims, his vaſt glory repeats, 
His undiſmay'd legions, invincible fleets ; | 


Whom nor caftles or rocks can from honour ors, | 


Since e'en death for their king they with ſcorn diſregard... 


O! but ſee a cloud burſts and an angel appears! 

"Tis Peace, lovely virgin, diffolved in tears! 

Say Fame, (ery'd the maid) is't not time to give o'er, 
« With ſeiges and famine, exploſions and gore "ah 
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But leave him to me, and give peace to the world. 
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tes 


jag * to aſſert hath the king amply try'd, 
For his wiſdom or ſtrength can opponents abide ; 
Then no longer in rage let dread thunder be hurl'd, 


*Tis done, and great George is to mercy inclin'd, 

'The bleſt word is gone forth for the good of mankind ; 
Tis the act of a Briton to beat, then to ſpare, 

And our king is a Briton—deny it who dare, 


(To Hodgſon and Keppel let bumpers next ſmile, 14 
And to all our brave troops who have taken Belleiſfe; 1 
May they meet juſt reward, and with courage advance, 7 
Still to humble the pride and the power of France.) 


Charge your glaſſes lip high, and drink health to the 
king, 


To the duke and the princeſs, and make the air r ring ; ; 
May the days of great George be all happy and long, 
And the * man ſtill be right who yet never was wrong. 


N. B. The fixth werſe ſpoken extempors by another 
perſon, on the taking of Belleiſle. 


* Mr. Secretary Pitt, 
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SONG CLXVII. 


HR OUGH all the employments of hfe, 
A Fach neighbour abuſes his brother; 
Whore and rogue they call huſband and wife, 
All profeſſions be- rogue one another: 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, 
The lawyer be-knaves the divine; 
And the ſtateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine. 
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CHAUCE R's Nene 10 R. 
| By Mr. Smart. 


RZG ITAZTIV E. | 
LD Chaucer, once, to this re-echoin g grove, 
Sung of the ſweet bewitching tricks of love: 


But ſoon he found he'd ſully'd his renown, 


And arm'd- each charming hearer with a frown ; 
Thus, ſelf-condemn'd, a-new his lyre he ſtrung, 


And, in repentant ſtrains, this recantation 1 


A1 
Long fince unto her native ſky | 

Fled heav'n deſcended Conſtancy ; ; 
Naught now that's ſtable's to be had; 
The world's grown mutable and mad: 

Save women they, we muſt confeſs, 
Are miracles of ſtedfaſtneſs; 
And ev'ry witty, pretty dame, 
Bears for her motto——ST1LL THE SAME, 


The flow'rs that in the vale are ſeen, 
The white, the yellow, blue and green, 
In brief complexion idly gay, | 
Still ſet with ev'ry ſetting day ; 
Diſpers'd by wind, or chill'd by froſt, 
Their odours gone, their colour loſt ; 
But what 1s true, tho? paſling ſtrange, 


 - That women never—fade nor change. 
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The wiſe man ſaid, that all was vain, 
And folly's univerſal reign; 
Wiſdom it's. vot'ries oft enthrals, 
Riches torment, and pleaſure palls ; 
And *tis, good lack, a gen'ral rule, 
That each man, foon or late's a fool; 
In women tis the exception lies, a 
For they are wond'rous, wond'rous wiſe. 


This earthly ball with noiſe abounds, 
And from its emptineſs it ſounds ; - 
Fame's deaf*ning din, the hum of men, 
The lawyer's plea, the poet's pen; 
But women here no one ſuſpects, 
Silence diſtinguiſhes that ſex ; 
For, poor dumb things ! fo meek's their mould, 
You ſcarce can hear them when they ſcold. 


Cnorvw 5s. | 
An hundred mouths, an hundred tongues, 
An hundred pair of iron lungs, 
Five heralds, and five thouſand cryers, 
With throats whoſe accent never tires ; 
Ten ſpeaking trumpets of a ſize 
Would deafneſs with their din ſurprize ; s 
| Your praiſe, ſweet nymph, ſhall ſing and ſay, 
And thais that will believe ii may. 


ee kkg̃ K. beg t Btz kz Erk ek E 
"0 N'& cr. 
Tune: The Old Woman of Grimſtone. 


P OLITICIANS may prate 
On affairs of the ftate, | 


And wrangle and make a great rout : | But 
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| But our voices we'll join 
9 In the praiſe of good wine, 
3o my friends puſh the bottle about, brave boys; 
b So my friends puſh * bottle about. 
=_ "Tis this makes us bold, 
1 And will keep out the cold, 
> Such virtues in claret combine; Ts \ 
1 While the flaſk is in view, 4 
F1 Our joys are ſtill new, 
ih And our cares are all drown'd in good mie Kc. 


That fellow's an aſs, 
Who would ſneak from his glaſs, 
For ſome inſolent Chloe to whine ; 
Let him come no more here, 
For by Bacchus I ſwear, | . 
He's not worthy to taſte of our wine, &c. | 


l be neQar of old, 
2 That ſo much is extoll'd, | : 
Which the deities drink when they dine ; | 
Let none hence deceive ye, 
For if you'll believe me, 
Their neRar's no more than good wine, &c. 


Thoſe heroes ſo ſtout, 
Who our enemies rout, 
And to glory ſo much do incline : 
Was the flaſk out of fight, 
They no longer could fight, 
So the praiſe is all due to good wine, &c. 


'The 
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The poet whoſe wit, 


A. . 


Each humour can hit, \ 
Who with rapture makes flow ev'ry W 8 1 
hs, What cho' he may chuſe 8 

Other names for his muſe, ö 
Yet the name of the muſe=—is good wine, &c. A 

Fhe prieſt ſo devout, = .S 

His text to help out, * 7 
geeks relief in his cardinal fine; 8 } ; 

After taking a ſup . 

From a full flowing cup, 5 a 

Cries, * There's nothing on earth like good wine, ke. 1 

To ſum up my ſong, 1 

That you mayn't think it long, | ; 
Tho? the ſubje& you'll own is divine; F 

From the eaſt to the weſt, | | S } 

By all folks *tis confeſt, 3 

Fhat there's nothing can equal good wine, brave _ 2 
&c. — 
FF 
S O NG CLXX. \ 
A HunTinG CANTAT . | 
Ranxcy ra rv . 
HE high pois'd lark ſalutes the opening dawn ; f 
The dripping cowſlips rear their dewy heads; 'B 
Acroſs the copſe the ruddy milkmaid chants ;. = 
And Phebus tints with gold his Wicklow hills. 
| C 
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9 | A 86! 42 | 
Wich well-ſcented hounds, and with jolly ton'd horn, 

We'll rouſe the proud ſtag with the firſt of the morn : 

See, ſee from the covert how ogy he ſprings ; 

Hark ! hark! the pack opens; “tis muſic for kings. 

Witch ſcorn and diſdain how he ſnuffs up the wind; 

= He leaps the park wall, and he throws us behind. 

No more he perceives us, gets rid of his pain; 

Tan ta ra, ſays echo, -They're with you _— 


| 370 Thro' woodlands. then he leads the ſweep, . 

5 He fords the river, climbs the ſteep.; | 

I The brow he gains—he ſtops——he turns 
He fears——he pants—he chill — he burns. 


To the herd then he ſcours amain; 
His ſuit to the herd proves in vain: | 
He faints —he drops — the huntſman cries 
Dead! dead! ware haunch he dies! he dies: 


FFF 
— SONG CLAXE | 
A Lovz SONS in Low L1? 8. 
By Mr. George Alexander Stevens. 


Y the ſide of a green ſtagnate pool, 

q Brick-duſt Nan was ſet ſcratching her head, 
> Her matted locks frizzled her ſkull, 
As briſtles the hedge-hog beſpread. 


The wind toſs'd her tatters abroad, 
Hier aſhen-brown beauties reveal'd ; 
A link-boy to her through the mud 
Bare-footed ſcamp'd over the field.. 
| O my 
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O my love, tho? I cannot well jaw, 
(This plyer at playhouſe began) 
Not tobacco ſo ſweet to the chaw, 
As to kiſs are the lips of my Nan. 
O my love, cries the mud-colour'd ſhe, 
And gave him a rib-{queeſing hug ; 


I'd ſleep in a cellar with thee, 
Tho bit by each CIO bug. 


Full as black as heifers, now che ky 
To the ſouth of the horizon lower'd ;. 
Their wedding to keep in the dry, 
To a ſtable they haſtily ſcour'd : 
While rats round them hungry explor'd, 
Undaunted they took their repoſe 3. 7 
All the night on the litter they ſnor'd,. 
And wak'd the next morning to louſe. 
© 
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SONG CLXXII. 
A FAVOURITE 80. | 
Muſic by Mr. Bach. Sung by Mi/; Comper at Vauxhall. 


\EASE awhile ye winds to blow, 
Ceaſe ye roaring ſtreams to flow; 
Huſh'd be ev'ry other noiſe, 
E want to hear my lover's voice. 


Here's the brook, the rock, the tree, 
Hark! a ſound ! I think 'tis he: 
Tis not he, yet night comes on, 
Where's my lovely wand rer gone? 


Loud 
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Loud I'll ſpeak to make him hear; 


"Tis I who calls, my love, my dear; 
2 The time is come, why this delay? 
Alas! my wand'rer's loſt his way. 
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SONG CLXXIIL. 


A Cancta* 


=> Muſic by Mr. A. Fiſher. Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. 
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H E chace was o' er, Actæon ſought a ſeat 

To ſhade him from the rage of mid-day heat: 
His fainting dogs, with toil and thirſt oppreſt, 
Long'd for the cooling ſtream, and ey reſt. 
As on the hunter wander'd, 
Diana and her nymphs appear'd undreſt: 
3 Whilſt ſtreams nor nymphs could ſave her from his fight, 
Thus try'd the youth to ſpeak, appal'd with fright. 


A 1 Re 

O think me not, goddeſs, to blame, 
I lurk'd not thoſe charms to eſpy 
By chance to this covert I came, 
And fate is more faulty than I, 
All weary with hunting, I firove _ 
To hide me from Phcebus's ray; 
Forgive me, thus deſtin'd to rove, 
O let me now win back my way. 


— 


R EC ITIATIVE. 


Enrag'd, the goddeſs thus beſpoke the ſwain, 


Who ſu'd for pity, and had ſu'd in vain, 
1 Raſh 


18 


Raſh youth, your mad folly you ſoon ſhall deplore, 
No mortal, thus naked, has ſeen me before. - 
Leſt you tell me where you've been, 
Boaſt of what you have ſeen; 
Bold hunter here know, 
That Diana's your foe ; 
That for this you ſhall never again ſee me more. 
You ſhall branch out with * bound with ſwift rut 
ning feet; * 
No longer a man, but a "I all compleat 3 
Your hounds in full cry 
Shall purſue as you fly; 
Chace you all the long day, 
Till they make you their prey 
Since your eyes dar'd to & into Diana's retreat, 


$ONG CLxxIV.- 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 
Mufic by Mr. Fiſher. Sung by Miſs Cowper at Vauxhall. 


N vain I ſeek to calm to reſt 
1 The heart that flutters in my breaſt ; 
I feel my ſoul with fears oppreſt, 
Vet know not whence they flow. 
How anxious is the lover's fate, 
Ten thouſand doubts perplex his ſtate ;: 
Fond hopes of future bliſs create,, 

But certain preſent woe. | 


SONG 
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SONG CLXXV, 

Tun Moxnine InviTtaTtlion. 


A Cantata. Sung at Vauxhall. | Mufic by Mr, Fiſher. 


E E, with roſy banners ſtreaming, 
Young ey'd morn aſcends the ſkies; 

Why, dear Chloe, art thou dreaming, 
Wake, my fair, my love ariſe. 


Break the filken bands os Morpheus, 
Hark ! aeriel concerts flow, 

Sweet, methinks, as lyre of Orpheus, 
When he ſought the ſhades below. 


See the lark aloft is ſoaring ; 
Now, with undulating ſtrains, 
Philomel, her fate deploring, 
Charms the * N plains. 


eee 
SONG CLXXVI. 

{ A New SON , 

= | 2146 c 2 Mr. Fiſher. Sung by Mr. Gawdry at Vauxhall. 


ON at thy altar, god of love, 
I paid a double, double duty; 
A Slave to Celia's voice and wit, 


Jo Chloe's, Chloe's taſte and beauty. 


Fain 
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Fain would I fix my reſtleſs heart, 
While they, while they with aukward feature, 
Diſguis'd in affectation maſk 
The genuine gifts, the gifts of nature. 


4000 CEESS 0.0.4 FRA CNN x| 
SONG CLAXVIL. i 


A a SON G. I 


Mufic by Mr. Fiſher. Sung by Mi/s Cowper at Vauxhall þ + 


H E lowland lads think they are fine, 
But O they're vain and idle gaudy ; 
How much unlike the graceful mein, 
And manly looks of my highland laddie. 
O my bonny highland laddie ; 7 
My handſome charming highland laddie; 
May heav'n ſtill guard, and love reward, 
The lowland laſs and her highland laddie. 


If I were free at will to chuſe 

To be the wealthieſt lowland lady "of 

I'd take young Donald in his trews, 

With bonnet blue and belted plaidie, 
O my bonny, &c. 


No greater joy III &er pretend, 

Than that his love prove true and fteady ; 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 
While heav'n preſerves my highland laddie. 
O my bonny, &c. | 
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SONG CLXXVIII. 
A New Sonc. * 
Mufic by Mr. Fiſher. Sung &y Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. 


* E nymphs and ye ſwains who are youthful and gay, 
Pray tarry awhile and attend to my lay; 


The ſtory may ſerve a few moments to kill, 


You may laugh, or may cry, or do juſt as you will, 
Young Ralph of the vale courted Sue of the green, 


A lovelier damſel ſure never was ſeen 
But Suſan was coy, and us'd Ralph very ill ; 1 
So he left her, and flew to young n of the _ 


Young Patt was a beauty, but ſhe was a prude, 
Whenever he kiſs'd her, ſhe vow'd he was rude ; 


Diſpleas'd with her folly, he went to the hill, 


Where dwelt lovely Bett, who thought kiſſing no ill. 


The ſwain he was handſome, the laſs ſhe was hind, 


And Ralph found that Bett was the girl to his mind; = 
So he led her to Church, and of love took his fill, 
For wedded, Bett lets him do juſt as he will. 


Now Suſan and Patt ſigh alone in deſpair, 


Then learn from their folly this leſſon, ye fair; 
When a ſwain that is honeſt thinks marriage no ill, 


- Ne'er ſlight him, * wed, and do juſt as you will. 


SONG / 
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= SONG CLXXIX, 


THE HumMovuRs or Covent GaRDEN. 


Tune, Rag Fair. 
LD bards have ſung how they could boaſt 


Of places much renowned ; 
For bloody battles won and loſt, 
And royal monarchs crowned : 
But all thoſe deeds this age 3 
They were not worth regarding, 
Some have declar'd, when once compar'd, 
With famous Covent-Garden, YN 


Firſt here's a church fam'd Jones did build, 
For people to be good in; 
Where ſermons, you may hear, are fla 
With reaſons like a pudding : 
Tho? in his clack, the man in black, 1 
Is ſometimes very clever; 
Yet I've been told, both young and old 
Return as wiſe as ever. 


And not far off, great Shakeſpear's ſhade 
His court is always keeping; 

Where comedy is laughing made, 
And tragedy is weeping. i 

Here Romeo fighs, and Hamlet dies, | 
And brave Othello's undone ; 

To pleaſe the folks, here's Shuter's jokes, 
Or elſe the cries of London, 


The 
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The Bedford next,my muſe has found, 
A ſight that” * — your taking; 

Where Hobſter cries, with pleaſing ſound, 

„ Freſh coffee, fir, is making.” 

Here buſkin'd beaux, in rich lac'd cloaths, 
Like lords and 'ſquires bluſter: 

Bards, quacks, and cits, knaves, fools, and Wits; 
An odd ſurprizing cluſter. 


Now farther let us ſteer our courſe, 
The auction room invites us; | 
Where Langford talks, *till he grows hoarſe, 1 
And gapes as if he'd bite us. | 
Lot number one, tis finely done, 
© The head of cardnal Fleury; 
“ Guineas a ſcore, I aſk no more, 
« *Tis worth it, I aſſure you. 


Round Hunter's door young ſurgeons ſtand, 
Like crows of carrion waiting : 

Within behold the butch'ring hand, OG : 
On blood and bones debating, 

The doctor thus you hear diſcuſs, | | 

« A larger view here ſeen is, a 

Which from the root begins to ſhoot, - 

And runs quite through the penis.“ 


Here Venus? ſons, more nice than wile, 
To Douglas's retire; 
Who often from love's banquet riſe, 
As ſparks aſcend from fire, | © ALERT a 
Here juſtice too appears in Tis. T6 
With bandage o'er her peepers; 


K | .5» ad And 
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And ſword held out, both long and tout, | | Lal 1D 


To guard the brothel keepers. | 


Here's bullies, gamblers, bawds, and whores, 
Who daily do enſnare men; 

Thief-takers, vintners, pimps by. ſcores, 
With Welſh and Iriſh chairmen : 

And trav'lers, who the world go through, 
Have given atteſtation ; 

So ſtrange a place you. cannot trace 
In any * nation. 


£000000000000900000000000000000 
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INC E laws were made for ey 'ry degree, 
To curb vice in others as well as in me, 
I wonder we ha'nt better company, 
Upon Tyburn tree. 


But gold from law can 1 out the ſting, 


For if rich men like us were to ſwing, 


2 would thin the Land, ſueh numbers to ung. 
Upon Tybvrn tree. 


The lawyer, who's biaſsd by money or 85 


Wou'd cut a good figure, if once he was ſeen, 


Where moſt of his brethren deſerve to have deen, ; 


Upon Tyburn tree. 


' The methodiſt preacher, who makes i it his care N 5 
To plunge his audience 1 into deſpair, | | 


Deſerves to finiſh his funeral prayer, 


Upon Tyburn tree. The 


16 
The quack too, who makes it his ſtudy to kill, 
Man, woman, and child, with his poiſonous pill, 
Deſerves to be dragg'd, tho' much You his will, 
Upon Tyburn tree. | 


> 


The creditor who no longer will ſtay, 
When his debtor has will, but no power to pay, 
Deſerves in his turn to be hurried away, 

Unto Tyburn tree. | 


The taylor, who cheats you behind and before, 
And inſtead of three yards will charge you for four, 
Wou'd think it damn'd hard for to finiſh his ſcore, 

Upon Tyburn tree. __ 


But don't you think that he merits full well 

To be tied in a cart, and hear his own knell : 

Oh ! how poor ſnip wou'd think of his hell, 
Under Tyburn tree. 


Who &er, when the minor's laſt milling 3 is e 1 bus 

Lends money on premium, and fifty per cent. 

Deſerves to receive his laſt A 
Upon Tyburn tree. | 


The jolly churchwarden, and overſeer tos, 

Who pocket one half of the parifh's due, 

Deſerve to be nubb'd, and made look akews 
Upon Tyburn tree. 4 


The man who wiſhes his country oppreſs'd, 

Who gives up his king or his friend when diſtrefsd, 

Deſerves to be halter'd, and ſwing with the reſt, j 
U pon Tyburn tree. 
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In ſhort, were mankind their merits to have, 

Could juſtice mark out each particular knave, 

Two thirds o'the ereation would fing the laſt flave, 
Upon Tyburn tree. 
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SONG CLXXXI. 
i 
Muſic by Mr. Lockhart. 


\IDELIO once my heart poſſeſt, 
And all my thoughts employ'd ; 
Each hour was tranquil, calm, and bleſt, 
Each hour was tranquil, calm, and bteft, 
No troubles e&'er annoy d. 


But ſoon the bliſsful ſcene was o'er, 


For falſe my ſhepherd prov'd, 


And left his Sylvia to _ 


The loſs of him ſhe loy'd. 


Fidelio, think not that I grieve 
Or pane at thy diſdain ; 


- Your ſmiles no longer can deceive, 


Your frowns no longer PUN, 


But this, Fidelio, this expect, 

Rewarded you will be; 
Juſt heav'n will puniſh with negleR, 
| Your being falſe to me. 


% ] 
SONG CLAXXIT, 
Sung by Mr. Beard in Love and a Village. 


HERE wasa Jolly miller once, 
Liv'd on the river Dee, 

He work'd, he ſung, from morn to night, 
No lark more blithe than he: * 

And this the burden of his ſong 
For ever us'd to be, 

I care for nobody, not I, 
If nobody cares for me. 
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Wig that's full, an empty ſkull, 
| A box of burgamot ; 
A hat ne&er made to fit the head, 

No more than that to plot : | 

A hand that's white, a ring that's right, 
A ſword-knot, patch and feather ; 

A gracious ſmile, and grounds and oil, 
Do very well together. 3 


| A ſmatch of French, but none of ſenſe, 
All conqu'ring airs and graces ; 
A tune that thrills, a leer that kills, 


StoPn flights and borrow'd phraſes ;. 
K 3 
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A chariot gilt, to wait on jilt, 
An aukward pate and carriage ; 


A foreign tour, domeſtic whore, 
And mercenary marriage. 


A limber ham, with d—mme, ma'm, 
A ſmock-face, tho” a tann'd one; 

A peaceful ſword, not one wiſe word, 
But itare and prate at random: 


| Duns, baſtards, claps, and amorous ſcraps 
Of Cælia and Amadis, 


Toſs up a beau, that grand ragon, 
That hotch-potch for the ladies. 


SOLENT won ages 


HTRLUCHTUCUCHTRT HOC HCRHCUREHCUT AIC HCTHC CERN 
| 8 ON CLXXXIV, 


Tur GrEENWOOD SHADE. 


O an arbour of woodbine ye both ſhall be led, 


Soft leaves for your pion the graſs for your 
bed, 


While wanton young ſparrows chirp over your head, 
All under the greenwood ſhade, 


When the moon with pale luſtre juſt peeps thro? the grove, 
And nightingales anſwer the chaſte turtle dove, 


The maid without bluſhing ſhall graſp her true love, 
All under the greenwood fhade, 
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Our pleaſures, quite harmleſs, begin with the day, 
We ever are buxom, we ever are pay 

No virgins difſemble, no ſhepherds betray, 

All under the greenwood ſhade. 
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Tho? frowns for a-while arm the face of the fair, 
Vet ſoon our young lover forgets all his care; 
For Phillis cries do not, oh! do not—defpair, 
All under the green wood ſhade. 
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8 ON G CLXXXV. 
AN Ope For Tae Lomp Maxor's Dax. 


RI er ATIVE. | 
> RITONS attend, I ſing, in merry lay, 
The feats atchiey'd upon & Lord Mayor's day; 


What ſurfeits caught, W. feeding when they Une, 
What ſober citizens get drunk by nine; 


What ſights are ſeen, what rattling, fuſs and * 
Of coaches, carts, men, women, girls, and boys, 


Who ſtreets, bulks, windows, tops of houſes: , 
To view his lordſhip paſs in ſtate along. 


A 1 
(Tun une, Oh! London is a fine town, &c.} 
Oh! Lord Mayor's ſhow, ſo brave and d gays does honour 
to the city, 


And old and young, and rich and poor, muſt own *tis 
vaſtly pretty ; 


To ſee the gilded coach An ſix, and man in armour 
ride, 


In pomp and ſplendor, from Guildhall, unto the water- 


tide: 
Kit its ) And 
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And when, in barges cloſely pent, ſuch plenty of good 


cheer, 
What pity *tis ſo fine a ſight ſhould come but once a year. 
Oh! Lord Mayor's Show, &c. 


3 


The buſtle o'er, the cavalcade gone by, 

The mob diſpers'd, to dinner's all the cry: 
With haſten'd ſteps, as keeneſt hunger calls, 
The ſtarv'd mechanics ſeek their diff rent halls ; 
At the full groaning board each takes his ſeat, 
With brandiſh'd Knife and fork, prepar'd to eat. 


Ar nx. 


(Tune, Ghoſts of ev'ry occupation, &c. iy 
Cits of ev'ry occupation, 
Ev'ry age and ev'ry lation, 
Parſons, juſtices of quorum, | 
All with napkins tuck'd before em, 
Preſs to have their plates fill'd firſt: 
With the victuals here ſuch work is, 
Snatching turtles, geeſe and turkies! 
Hares with puddings in their bellies, 
Cheeſe-cakes, cuſtards, tarts, and Jellies 5 
Bawling, ſwearing, 
Cutting, tearing, 
Sweating, puffing, 
Licking, ftafiing, 
Juſt as if they all would burſt, 


RECITATIVE, 


Their proweſs now in eating having prov'd, 
The diſhes empty d, and the cloth remov d; . 
Again 


I 
Again the table ſmiles with wine and ale, 
And toaſts and bumpers ev'ry where prevail: 


Some talk, ſome laugh, ſome ſmoak, ſome ſnoring leg 
And ſome with jovial ſongs old Care defy. 


1 


Tune, Come hither, my country . &c.) 
Come fill the glaſs to the brink, | 
Briſk wine ſoon away ſorrow drives; f 
Like cowards ne'er ſhrink, but valiantly drink, | 


. Confuſion to bailiffs and wives. 


| Een. 
- Such ſoaking, ſuch ſmoking, and Fi 
Such guzzling here you ſee ; 2 
The buck and furr'd gown together fit dos, #3 
And all are good ht | 


Fo enjoy life while we may, 
III prove from the ſcripture is right; 
Old Lot us'd they ſay, to fuddle all day, 
| And lie with his doxy at night. 
Cu. Such ſoaking, ſuch ſmoking, &c, 


R n O 1 T A 1 
But ſoon the luſcious grape too potent grows, 
Mirth and good humour turn to words and blows; 
Now rogue and cuckold thro? the hall refound, 
And wigs and canes, and cravats, ſtrew the ground ; 
'Till bright Aurora rears her roſy head, 
And bids the noiſy crew reel home to bed, 


Ky n 092A amy 
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A1R. 
(Tune, There was a jovial beggar, &c.) 


Let heroes both by land and ſea, 


Their deeds in battle boaſt ; 
'They only fame acquire now, 
Who eat and drink the moſt. 


Then a guttling we will go, will go, will go; 
Then a guttling we will go. 


In ſtory we are told of one, 
An ox ſlew with his fiſt; 
Then at a meal he ate him up: 
Gods! what a glorious twiſt. [ 
Then aguttling, &, _ 5 = 


If then good eating's ſo renown'd, 
Be this each Briton's pray'r, - 
* God bleſs the court of Aldermen, 
« The Sheriffs, and Lord May'r. 
„When a guttling = do go, &e.” 
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383 ON G CLXXXVI. 
ConTENT. A Paſtoral Ballad. 


O, moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, and 
| dare,” | | 
As wilder'd and weary I roam, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home: 
Yellow ſheaves from rich Ceres, her cottage had nd. 
Green ruſhes were * on the floor; 


Her 


ü 23 } 


Her caſement ſweet woodbines crept wantonly round, 
And deck'd the ſod- ſeats at the door. 


We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
| Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt; 
While thrown from my guard, by ſome glances ſhe cal, 
Love lily ſtole into my breaſt, 
I told my ſoft wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly replyd, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine ;) 
I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
Vet take me, fond ſhepherd, I'm thine. 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek;. 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms; 
I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms: 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep; 
And if on the banks by the ſtream, 
Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into ſleep, 
Her i image ſtill ſofrens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the flow-riling- hills, | 
Delighted with paſtoral views; 
Or reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlet allt, | 
And mark out new thames for my muſe : -, _ 
To pomp, or proud titles, ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 
The damſel's of humble. deſcent'z: N — 
The cottager, Peace, is well known for her fre, 


And ſhepherds have nam'd her Content. 15 - | 5 | 
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0000000000000000000000000000000 
SONG CLXXXVII. 


EvininG. Ey Mr. J. Cunningham. | 


O® R: the heath the heifer ſtrays | 
Free ;—(the furrow'd taſk is done) 
Now the village windows blaze, 
Burniſh'd by the ſetting ſun. 


Now. he ſets behind the hill, 
Sinking from a golden fky : 

Can the pencils mimic ſxill, 

Copy the refulgent dye? 


Trudging as the plowmen go, ; 30 
* (To the ſmoking hamle: bound) 
Giant-like their ſhadows grow, 

Lengthen'd o'er the level ground. 


Where the riſing foreſt ſpreads 49% $51 Naa 
Shelter for the lordly dome! 4 8 

To their high- built airy beds, 
See the rooks returning home. 


As the lark with varied tune, 
Carols to the evening loud; 

Mark the mild reſplendent moon, 

Breaking through a parted cloud! 


Now the hermit owlet peeps 
From the barn or twiſted brake; 


— . - 
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5 And the blue miſt lowly creeps, 
| ' Curling on the ſilver lake. 
| 


| As the trout in ſpeckled pride, 
"Fr Playful from it's boſom ſprings ; 
fo the banks a ruffled tide | 
| Verges in ſucceſlive rings. 


Tripplng through the filken graſs, 
OCi'er the path-divided dale, 
Mark the roſe-complexion'd laſs, 


With her well-pois'd milking pail. 


Linnets with ennumber'd notes, 2 | 
And the Cuckow bird with two, 


- Tuning ſweet their mellow throats, VV 
Bid the ſetting ſun adieu. V 


eee iger eigne 
$ ON G CLXXXVIIL 


Baccuvs: TreUmPHANT; or, 
Tus Lover” 8 Apizu To THE Falk SEX. 


O Phillis and Chloe, and all the gay throng, 
Too long the ſoft lay has been rais'd ; 
Too long on their beauty has flow'd the vain ſong, 
Too long has their beauty been prais'd. 
Great Bacchus, repentant, thy pardon I ak, 

7 Forgiveneſs I hambly implore ; | 
=. If Cer fora female I quit a full caſk, - 
May I never enjoy one drop more, great god, > 

FED Oy I never enjoy one drop more. 


Ye fops and ye fribbles, your title I _> 
To ſing all the charms of the fair; 
Their beauties to praiſe, is your province e alone, 
Alone make their beauties your care: 


Por who in his ſenſes that mortal can blame, 


Who ſtrives his own merit to raiſe ; 


For women and fops are ſo nearly the ſame, 
It's in theirs that he ſings his own praiſe—ſweet mils. 


Tho' wit, ſparkling wit, ſome rare ſemales poſſeſs, 
Tho? kindneſs may add to their ſlore; 

Good-nature and ſmiles has a bumper no leſs, 

And ſparkles a hundred times. more: 

With virtue unſully'd adorn'd tho? ſhe be, 
'Tho' modeſty blooms in each feature; | 

A bottle is not more immodeſt than ſhe, 

It's virtue's ten thouſand times greater—dear boys. 


Their beauty's attracting, I freely confeſs, 
Their ſex I muſt own has it's charms ; © 

I own for a moment they're able to bleſs, 
And melt us away: in their arms :. abs 4.7 

Vet laſting the pain is and tranſient the j joy, 
The raptures are inſtantly _ 


But wine, happy j juice is ſure never to cloy, | 
It's pleaſures till dooms-day ſhall laſt— brave * 


Then adieu to their chars. to te beauties adieu,, 
All thoughts of the ſex I reſign; | 

I fight in thy cauſe, to thy int'reſt am due, 
And yield me eternally thine; 

If ever, great maſter, thy colours I fly, 


Or e'er like a lover I pine, 
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May greateſt of curſes, my hogthead run dry, 
Nor more be repleniſh'd with wine—bleſt wine; 


i OUNONEININE HEINE NE bbb 


s ON G CLXXXIX. 
Tux Solvizn's FARZW ZII. 4 Cantata, 


ä RIeirariv r. 
OUS'D by the drum, the ignal to away, 

Ready to march, ſee ſoldier Will obey ; 
Cloſe to his ſide his much-lov'd Moll appears, 
Her hair diſheveld, red her e yes with tears: 
Her belly, prominent, too plainly ſhews, 
Not vain her grief, not vain alas! her woes; 
With loving arms ſhe claſp'd him to her breaſt, 
And thus her wiſhes, thus her fears expreſs'd. 


ö | 
Tune, Long had the French navy, &c. 
And muſt my dear William ſail over the main, 
To fight the falſe Frenchmen, or humble proud Spain ? 
Ah ! muſt you begone from your dear native ſhore ? 
I fear, ah ! I fear I ſhall ſee thee no more ; 


In my mind I behold the broad enſigns diſplay'd, | 
The men all in order for battle array d; 


The trumpet gives notice for fight to prepare, 
I die at the thoughts on't, I fink with deſpair. 
 CHorvs, The trumpet, &c. 


Should 


—  "<hepds y — 


a—_— —„—„— 
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Should heaven aſſiſt thee againſt the proud foe, 
And conqueſt the laurel of vict'ry beftow ! 
Safe return'd to my arms ſhould I ſee thee again, 
Eſcap'd from the conteſt where thouſands are ſlain, 
How bleſt will my fate be !—While many muſt mourn, 


For thoſe whom grim death wont permit to return; 
My ſpirits revive ! ſafe from war's dread alarms, 


My William with glory ſhall bleſs theſe fond arms. 


REcTTRELINVTY, 


Will, in whoſe breaſt each manly virtue ſhone, ' 
With ſympathizing ſorrow heard her moan ; 
Firſt wipes the tears that ſtarted in his eyes, 

And then to calm her ſorrow thus he tries, 


Arx. 


Tune, What cheer, my honeſt meſſmate, 
Ne'er fear, my deareſt Molly, 
But I ſhall come again; 
The” o'er the foaming ocean, 
I fail againſt proud Spain : 
From death kind heaven will guard me, 
Amid the. dire alarms, 
And ſafe again reſtore me, 
Unto thy fa thful arms. 


Then grieve not I muſt leave yon, 

Tis only for a while; 

To England foon I ſhall return, 
With honour and with fpoit ; 

Then baniſh ſorrow from thy heart, 


That foe to ail thy charms, 
For 


: [ 2099 I 
For ſafely I ſhall come again, 
_ Unto thy n arms. 


N oοοοοοοοοοοποοοοονοοο⁰τνα 


SONG CXC. 


Tat SorDIER's RETURN. 4 Cantata. 


Rzeirari vx. 


UN. burnt and ragged, mark'd with ſcars, and poor, 
See ſoldier Will to England come once more; 


And as he weary trudg'd from ſtreet to ſtreet, 


His Molly, dearly lov'd, he chanc'd to meet; 


4 With joyful arms the claſp'd him to her breaſt, 


And once * her W thus e 
Tune, No more of my Eine ge. | 


And is my dear Billy come home once again, 


From the terrors of war on the land and the main? 
Still true to thy love, tho' thy abſence I've mourn'd, | 


ret my forrows all vaniſh fince thou art return d; 
®Z Then chear up, my lad, and thy fortune declare, 
Wat glory, what riches, you've gain'd in the war. 


O why are you filent, and why heaves that figh? 


Why ſuddenly ſtarts the big tear from your eye? 

[ prithee, dear William, thy ſorrows give ober 
Since heaven has ſent you to England once more; 
But come to my arms, and thy fortune declare, 
What glory, what riches, you've gain'd in the war. 


REC 
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Should heaven aſſiſt thee againſt the proud foe, | 
And conqueſt the laurel of vict'ry beftow ! 
Safe return'd to my arms ſhould I ſee thee again, 
Eſcap'd from the conteſt where thouſands are flain, 
How bleſt will my fate be !—While many muſt mourn, 
For thoſe whom grim death wont permit to return; 
My ſpirits revive ! ſafe from war's dread alarms, 
My William with glory ſhall bleſs theſe fond arms. 


Recrratriys, 


Will, in whoſe breaſt each manly virtue ſhone, ; 
With ſympathizing ſorrow heard her moan ; 
Firſt wipes the tears that ſtarted in his eyes, 

And then to calm her ſorrow thus he tries, 


„„ 


Tune, What cheer, my honeſt meinste. 
Ne'er fear, my deareſt Molly, 
But I ſhall come again ; 
The” o'er the foaming ocean, 
I fail againſt proud Spain: 
From death kind heaven will guard me, 
Amid the. dire alarms, 
And ſafe again reflore me, 
Unto thy fa thful arms. 


Then orieve not I 1 leave yon, 
Tis only for a while; 

To England ſoon I ſhall return, 
With honour and with fpoil; 
Then baniſh ſorrow from thy heart, 
That foe to ail thy charms, 


; [ 209 } 
For ſafely I ſhall come again, 


_ Unto thy . arms. 
WIC o οοοοοοοοοοποοοονοπð¾ꝗa59ʒ o 


SONG CXC. 


Tat SorDIER's RETURN. A Cantata. 


Ri e ir 1 ns, 


UN. burnt and ragged, mark'd with ſcars, and poor, 
5 See ſoldier Will to England come once more; 
And as he weary trudg'd from ſtreet to ſtreet, 

His Molly, dearly lov'd, he chanc'd to meet; 
With joyful arms ſhe claſp'd him to her breaſt, 
And once again her ſoldier thus addreſs'd.. 


Arr. 


Tune, No more of my Fire be. | 
And is my dear Billy come home once again, 
From the terrors of war on the land and the main? 
Still true to thy love, tho? thy abſence I've mourn'd, 
Let my forrows all vaniſh fince thou art return'd; 
Then chear up, my lad, and thy fortune declare, 
What glory, what riches, you've gain'd in the war. 


ST ET Di we RET lbs, ia, 24 


WORE b & - — » te 
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O why are you ſilent, and why heaves that ſigh? 
Why ſuddenly ſtarts the big tear from your eye? 

T prithee, dear William, thy ſorrows give o'er, 

Since heaven has ſent you to England once more; 

But come to my arms, and thy fortune declare, 

What glory, what riches, you've gain d in the war. 


REC. 


He freely thus his ſentiments expreſs'd. 
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Re oi eTrr. 
Chear'd by his Molly's kindnefs, Will began 


To clear his brow, and re-aſſume the man; 


And while, in loving ſort, her hand he preſs'd, 


* 


— 


4 AIR. 


5 Come, come, my good ſhepherds, our 
flocks let us ſhear, 


In vain, my dear Molly, we fancy in war, 


Such triumph, ſuch glory, and riches there are ; 
The glory we ſhare from the great to the ſmall, 


But as to the riches—the great have em all. 


a Though hard we muſt never enquire or * 


That juſt in the time we ſhould ſtrike a bold blow; 
Our conqueſts, our laurels, all purchas'd ſo dear, 


Muſt, for what t the Lord i be reſtor d to Mon- 


ſie ur. 


But what we can't help, girl, we needs SEA 


And my ſword in it's ſcabbard may now reſt ſecure 
I'll follow my trade which my fancy beſt ſuits, 
To patching old ſhoes, or to piecing old boots. 


dctoctuctctctochrbertorterterhachechectectchuctectuch 


SONG CXCI. 


UL CA N, contrive me ſuch UP 
As Neſtor us'd of old; _ 
Shew all thy {kill to trim it ap, 
Damaſk it round with gold. 


Make 
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Make it 90 large, that, fill'd with ſack, 
Up to the ſwelling brim, _ 
Vaſt toaſts on the delicious lake, 


Like ſhips at ſea, may ſwim. 


Engrave no battle on his cheek, 
With war I've nought to do; 

I'm none of thoſe that took Maeſtricht, 
Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew. 


Let it no names of planets tell, 
Fix'd ſtars or conſtellations ; 

For I am not Sir Sidrophel, 
Nor one of his relations. 


But carve thereon a gene vine, 

Then add two lovely boys; 1 
Their limbs in am'rous folds wierd ada» frag ah 
The type of future joys. i 


Cupid and Bacchus my ſaints are, 

May drink and love ſtill reign; 
With wine I waſh away my care, 
And then to love again. 


eee eee, 


SONG cxcll. 
' An IxIisu SONS. 


Tuxe, When I was a young man, I ſat in, &c. 


1 HE girls of Kilkenny, ſo buxom and friſky, 
Would oftentimes treat me with claret and whiſky. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


aut 


21] 
*Cauſe why I cou'd dance, fing and caper fo gally, 
And my heart was as ſtout as the heart of Shilaley. 
N Botheroo, Didderoo. 


But Cupid the blinker, that arch miſchief maker, 
For Ruggedy Madge caus d my bowels to quake, ſir. 


— Didderoo. 


Oh! Ruggedy Madge was the fair crea ture's name, ſir, 
For whom my = boſom. was all in a flame, fir, 


Botheroo, Didderoo. 


But oh! when I came to addreſs and adore ber, 
1 tumbled down backwards ſtrait forward before her, 


= 


Sweet creature ſaid I—can you 5 Ae 
That now will conceal what he now will diſcover. 


Botheroo, Didderoo. 


But ſhe with her looks and her tongue gan to jeer me, 
And ſhutting her eyes—was reſolv'd not to hear me. 


—— Didderoo. | 


Struck dumb with this uſage, ſaid L, you falſe creature, | | 


You'll meet with your match neither ſooner nor later, 
| Botheroo, Danleros. 
Then all ye young lovers by me take a warning, 
And Pay no regard to their flouting and ſcorning. 
| Botheroo, Dadderoo. 


00. 


of ladsof good ſpirit well mounted, well mounted; 


LT 

So boldly refolve to be buxom and jolly, 
For it ſignifies * to die melancholy. 
 Botheroo, Didderoo, 


Then when you are dank; mop will treat you with laugh- 


ter, 
And call you a fool all . ever after. 


Botheroo, D ider 00. 


FE num mmmnrnrnemrnemearmtieatne 


SONG CXCIL 
On the Deep Hvunr in the County of LIMERICE, 


Tune, Laury Grogan. 
Y your leave, Laury Grogan, 
Enough has been ſpoken, 
It's time to give over your ſonnet, your ſonnet; 
Come liſten to mine, fir, 
Much truer than thine, ſir, 
For theſe very eyes were upon it, upon it. 
It is of a Buck flain, 5 a | 
This very campaign, | * 
To let him live longer were pity, were pity; ; 
For head and for branches, 
For fat and for haunches, - 
Exceeding the mayor of a city, a city. 


A council aſſembled, 
(Who'd think but he trembled) 


Each 
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Each with his and cap on, 
And ſpurs made at Rippon, “ 
The number full twenty, well counted, well counted. 
But in legs he confiding, 
| All efforts deriding; : 
He thought himſelf ſafe as in bed, fir, in bed, fir ; ; 
With a bounce off he goes, 
And toſs'd up his noſe, 
But Ringwood cry'd, Lord help your head, fir, your | 
head fir. + 


Off ſcores we went bounding, 
Sweet horns were a ſounding, 

Each youth fill'd the grove with a whoop and a holloo ; ; 
Dubourg were he then there, 
Such ſweet muſic to hear, | 

Would leave his Cremona + and follow, and follow. 
Knockdiſcan, Knockainy, 
And hills twice as many ; 

We ſcamper'd o'er ſtone walls, oer hedges, o'er r dirche: ; 
He ſkimm'd o'er the grounds, 
But to baffle our hounds, . | 

Was ne'er yet in any Buck's breeches, Buck's dne. 


Four hours he held >" 
Moſt ſurpriſingly ſtout, 
Till at length to his fate he ſubmitted, ſubwitted ; 
His throat being cut up, 
And poor culprit put up, . 
To the place whence he came was remitted, remitted ; 
A place 
* A town famous for making ſpurs. 


+ A place in Italy where the beft fiddles are made: here put 
for the fiddle of the ne Mr. Dubourg. 


„%% 
A place moſt enchanting, 
Where nothing was wanting. 
That poor hungry huntſman could wiſh for, could wiſh 
for ; 
Of delicate fare, 
(Tho' numbers were there) 
Yet every man was a diſh for, a diſh for. 


We fell to with fury, 
3 Like a ong-famiſn d a jury, 
Nor ſtay'd we for grace to our dinner, our dinner; ; 
The butler a ſweating, 
The knives all a whetting, 
The edge of each ſtomach was keener, was keener. 
The bumper went round, 


With a beautiful ſound, 
Clink, .clink, like ſweet belle, went the glaſtes, the 
glaſſes; 
We diſpatch'd queen and kin, 
And each other fine thing, 
To apron the beautiful laſſes, ſweet laſſes. 85 


There was ſweet Sally N „„ * 
And Singleton Cherry, f | 
Miſs Croker, miſs Bligh, and miſs Pr itty, mi ritty - 
With lovely miſs Pierce, 
That uber of verſe, 
Who ſhall ne'er be forgot in my ditty, my _ 
With numberleſs more, 
From fifteen to a ſcore, t 
© had you but ſeen them together, together; 
i | Such 


* 


1 Alluding to the ages of the ladies. 
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Such charms you'd diſcover, 
You'd pity the louvre, 
And offer St. James {| as a feather, a feather, 


The man of the houſe, 
And his beautiful ſpouſe, 
May they live to give claret and veniſon, veniſon ; 3 
And may honeſt Ned, 
| There's no more to be ſaid, 
Neer want the beggars old beniſon, beniſon. 
Long proſper that county, | 
The ſtore-houſe of bounty, 
Where thus we indulge and make merry, make merry; 7 
For jovial as we are, J 2 
We puff away all care, 
To poor buly Robin and Fleury, and os, 5 


SS222S2S2S2S2SSSS23K 222309225 


SONG CXCIV. 
T2 BLYTHSOME Bri1iDar. 


YE let us a' to the bridal, 
For there will be lilting there; 
For Jocky's to be married to Maggy, 
The laſs with the gowden hair: 
| And 


1 The beauties at the courts of France and England, 


& Sir Robert Walpole and Cardinal Fleury, one the prime 
miniſter of the court of England, the other of that TM 
France, at the time this ballad was wrote, 


1 %! 
And their will be lang- kail and cabbage, 
And bannocks of barley meal; 
And there will be good ſawt herring, 
To reliſh a cog of good ale. 

Fye let us, &c. 


And there will be 8 the ſutor, e TW 
And Will wi' the meikle mou'; | "= 

And there will be Tam the blutter, 
With Andrew the tinker, I trow ; 

And there will be bow-legged Robbie, 
With thumbleſs Katy's good man; 

And there will be blue-cheekit Dow bie, 
And Lawrie the laird of the land, 

Fye let us, &c. | 


And there will be ſow-libber Patie, 
And plucky-fac'd Wat o' the mill, 
Capper nos'd Francie and Gibbie, 
That wins in the bow of the hill; 
And there will be Alaſter Sibbie, - 
Wha in with black Beſſie did mool, 
With ſniveling Lilly and Tibbie, ; 
The laſs that ſtands aft on the ſtool. 


Fye let us, Kc. 2 ts e 
And Madge that Was „ to Pee Hi 1 
And coft him grey breeks to his es Wies . 
Who after was hangit for ſtealing, = Ss Goh 
Great mercy it happen'd no ww ems Ws Po RI 
And there will be gleed Geordy Janners, * 


And Kirſh, with the lilly-white leg 
> . 


— 
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' Wha gade to the ſouth for manners, 
And bang'd up her wame in Mons- meg. 
F ye let us, &c. 


And there will be Judan Maclawrie, 
And blinkin daft Barbara Macleg, 

Wi' flae-lugged ſharney fac'd Lawrie, 
And ſhangy-mou'd haluket Meg: 

And there will be happer-ars'd Nancy, 
And fair-fac'd Flowrie by name, 

Muck Madie, and fat-hippit Griſy, 
The laſs with the gowden wame. 

Fye let us, &c. 


And there will be Girn-again-Gibbie, 
With his glaikit wife Jenny Bell, 

And miſle-ſhinn'd Mungo Macapie, 
The lad that was flipper himſel. 

There lads and laſſes in pearlings, 
Will feaſt in the heart of the ha', 

On ſybows, and rifarts, 'and carlings, 
That are both ſodden and raw. 

Fye let us, Kc. 


And there will bo fadges and brochan, 
With fowth of good gabbocks of ſkate, 
Powſowdy, and drammock, and crowdy, 
And cauler nowt+feet in a plate: 
And there will be partans and buckies, 988 g 
And whitings and ſpeldings enew, te 262 
With finged ſheep- heads, and a haggies, ' HP 
And ſcadlips to ſup till you fpew. 
T ye let us, &c. a 


PP 
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And chere wiil be lapper'd milk kebbocks, 
And ſowens, and farls, and baps, 

With ſwats and well ſcraped paunches, 
And brandy in ſtoups and in caps: 

And there will be meal kail and caſtocksz 
With ſkink to ſup till ye rive, 

And roaſts to roaſt on a brander, 


Of flowks that were taken alive. 
Fye let us, &c. 


— 


Scrapt haddocks, wilks, dulſe and tangle, 


And a mill of good ſniſhing to prie ; 
When weary with eating and drinking, 
We'll riſe up and dance 'till we die. 
Then fye let us a” to the bridal, 
For there will be lilting there; 
For Jocky's to be married to Maggie, 
The laſs wi' the gowden hair. 


FFP 
8 0 NG cxcv. 


HI Vn Tr ua 


"ARK! away ! 'tis the merry-ton'd horn, 
Calls the hunters alFup in the morn : 
To the hills and the woodlands we ſteer, 
To unharbour the out-lying deer. 


Cnorus of HunTsMEN, 
And all the day long, 
This, this is our ſong ; 
L 2 | Still 
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Still hallowing 
| And following, 
So frolick and free; 
Our joys know no bounds, 
While we're after the hounds, 
No mortals on earth are ſo happy as we. 


E 


Round the woods when we beat, how we glow, | 


While the hills they all echo, hillo ! 
With a bounce from his cover he flies, 
Then our ſhouts ſhall reſound to the ſkies, 
And all the day long, &c. 


When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or climb 
Up the health-breathing mountain ſublime, © 
What ajoy from our labours we feel ? 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 
And all the day long, Ar. 


At night when our labour is done, 
Then we will go hallowing home; 
With hallo, hallo, and a huzza, 
Reſolving to meet the next day. 

And all the day long, &c. - 


οοοοοοοοοοοοοο⏑οꝰ COX 
"$ONG CXCVI. 


HERE ſhall Celia fly for ſhelter, 
In what ſecret grove or cave ? 

Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt-her, 
From the young, the gay, the brave : 


* 
* 


Tho! 
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CP 
Tho' with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 
Still ſhe longs, and ſtill ſhe burns; 
Cupid ſhoots like Hymen's archer, 
Whereſoe er the damſel turns. 


Virtue, youth, good ſenſe, and beauty, 
If diſcretion guide us not, | 
Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot; 
Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer; 
Now ſome ſubtle, mean invader, 
Wins the heart, or gains the ear. 


O diſcretion, thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand mammas miſtake; 
Stinting flame by bating fuel, 
Always careful and awake : 
Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 
Weigh the licence, weigh the bands ; 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
Wear it on your knots and fans. 


A HR AH KURHR- : 


SONG CXCVII. 
A FavovrrirTes PRT anDd CRO us, 


in the Oratorio of J uA MaccaBE@Uus. 


EE the conquering hero comes, 
Sound the trumpet, beat the drums; ; 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 


ny of triumph to him ſing. 
L 3 See 


1 
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See che godlike youth advance, 

Breath the flutes, and lead the dance; 
Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine, 

Jo deck the hero's brow divine. 


s ON G CXCVIIL, 
Cyrmon AND IpnictntaA. 
A Cantata, Sung by Mr, Beard. Set by Dr. Arne. 


R EOITAT IVI. 


BAR a thick ore, whaſe deep ben ting 
ſhade, Th 

Seem'd moſt for love and odiinendadiih made; 

A chryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 

Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe ; 

'Thither retir'd from Phoebus? ſultry ray, 

And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 

Cy mon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 

By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove z 

He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 

And whiftled as he went, for want of thougat; 

But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 

He gap'd—he ftar'd, her lovely form ſurvey'd; 

And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, | 

Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue, ö | 


\ 


An x. | 7 
The ſtream that glides in murmurs. by, 4 
Who's glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, | 
Completes the rural ſcene, 
Completes the rural ſcene; 


M 
' OS re = 


Taz 7 
But in thy boſom, charming maid; | 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay d, 


Too lovely Iphigene, 
Too lovely Iphigene. 


RW eI T2 7 1. 


She wakes and ſtarts—poor Cymon trembling ſtands, 
Down. falls the ſtaff from his. unnerved hands: 


Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear, 


Where honour's preſent, ſure no danges,'s near. 
_ Half-rais'd,. with gentle accent, ſnie replies, 


Oh, Cymon ! if *tis you, I need not riſe; 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain; 
Purſue thy way, and let me fleep again. | 
The clown, tranſported, was nat ſilent long, 
But thus with extacy purſu'd his . An 


41 
Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets down thy neck, 
Thy love inſpiring mein, 
Thy love- inſpiring mein; 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, _ 1382 
I die for Iphigene, | | Heb af 4 7 
I die for Iphigene. | 1 


REeEc1lTATPEV-L 
Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence. 
The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe: 
n ar zi ol 
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* She gazes— finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 
And thinks he might improve his auk' ard gait; 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, © 
At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead, 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed. 


Frey 


Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 
Eindling gentle, chaſte deſire, 

Love can rage itſelf controul, 

And elevate, and elevate the human ſoul : 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate 
Had made our lives of too long date; 
But bleſt with beauty and with love, 
Bleſt with beauty and with love, 

We taſte what angels do above, 

What an gels do above. 


OCC KCC OOO NN 000% 
 . SONG (Cxcix. 


REcC1TATIVE 


ROLIC and free, for pleaſure born, 
Dull ſelf-denying fools I ſcorn : 

The proffer'd bliſs I ne'er refuſe, 
"Tis often troubleſome to chuſe. 
Lov'ſt thou, my friend, love at fight ; 
Drink'ſt thou, this bumper does thee right. 
At random with the ftream 1 flow, 
And play my part where' er I go. 
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Great god of ſleep ſince it muſt be, 

That we muſt give ſome hours to thee, 

Invade me not, while the free bowl | 

Glows in my cheeks, and warms my ſoul; 

That be my only time to ſnore, EE, 

When I can laugh and drink no more; | 
Short, very ſhort, be then thy rei gg 

For Pm in haſte to . ang drink — 


But oh! if melting i in my arms, 

In ſome foft dream, with all her charms 

The nymph belov'd ſhould then ſurpriſe, 

And grant what waking ſhe demies ; 

Then, gentle ſlumber, prithee ſtay, 
Slowly, ah, ſlowly, bring the day! 

Let no rude noiſe my bliſs deſtroy, 

Such ſweet deluſion's real joy. 


+++ +4 


SONG CC. | 
SUN Uu RE R. 4 Rural Song: | LS 
HERE the light cannot „Fierce, 1a a grove of 

tall trees, 
With my fair one as blooming as May, 


Undiſturb'd by all ſound but the ſighs of the breeze, 
Let me paſs the hot noon of the day. 


When the ſun leſs intenſe to the weſtward inclines,, 
For the meadows the groves we'll forſake, 


L 5 And 
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And ſee the rays dance, as inverted he ſhines, 
On the face of ſome river or lake. 


Where my faireſt and I, on it's verge as we paſs, 
(For *tis ſhe that muſt ſtill be my theme,) 

Our two ſhadows may view on the watry glaſs, 
While the fiſh are at play in the fiream. 


May the herds ceaſe to lowe, and the lambkins to bleat : 
When ſhe ſings me ſome am'rous ſtrain; 
All be fileat, and huſh'd, unleſs echo repeat 


The kind words and ſweet ſounds back again. 


And when we return to our cottage at night, 

Hand in hand as we ſauntering ſtray, 

Let the moon's ſilver beams thro? the leaves give us light, 
juſt direct us and Cheguer our oy 


Let the nightingale warble it's notes in our walk, 
As thus gently and ſlowly we move ; 

Ard let no ſingle thought be ex perſs'di in our talk, 
But of friendſhip improv'd 1 into love, 


Thus inchanted each day with the rural delight, 
And ſecure from ambition's alarms, 
Soft love and repoſe ſhall divide all our nights, 
And each morning ſhall rife with new charms, 


; 4H 
, * 5 8 — — 
* — : 5 * 1 4 
7 . - : 


s ON G cer. * 
WI un 1 * —; 4 Paſtoral. Ballad. 


HEN the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be 
ſeen, 

And the meadows their beauties bars loſt; 
When nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt: 
While the peaſant inactive, ſtands ſtrivering with . 

As bleak the winds northerly blow; 
And the innocent flocks run for eaſe to their fold, 


With their fleeces die with ſnow.. hoo A N N 


511 
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In che yard when the cattle are fodder'd with law, - 
And they ſend forth their breath like a ſteam; _ 
And the neat looking dairy maid ſees ſhe muſt thaw. 
Flakes of ice that ſhe finds in the cream 
When the ſweet country maiden, as freſh.as a roſe, 
As ſhe careleſly trips, often ſlide 1 
And the ruſtics laugh loud, if, by falling, e 
All the charms n! ber Nu * 


* 


When the and the laſſes for company. join a. 
In a croud round the embers are met; 

I of fairies and witches that ride on the wind, 5 

And of- ghoſts till they're all in 4 ſweat: 5 7 

When the birds to the barn come hovering for food, 
Or they'filently fit on the ſpray 3 ; 1 

And the | poor timid hare in vain ſeeks the wood, . ot 7 
Leſt her footſteps ker courſe ſhould W 
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Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may prove my lot, 
With the nymph whom Flove and admire, 

While the icicles hang from the eves of my cot, 
I may thither in ſafety retire !. 


Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſurprize, 
We may live and no hardſhips endure ; 


Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 


But ſuch as each other may cure. 


34 * 
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—— 


E 3 ye gave to me a wife, 
Out of your grace and favour, 


To be the comfort of my life, e eee Foe 
And I Was s glad to have her. 5 6 
But if your bens 1 | 
For greater bliſs defign her; L161 226 V0 
To obey your will at any time, | + | eh : 
_— ber. a A993 FITRUT 203 DAR 
+ 
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3 roaſt beef Was, the Evgliſhman' 
food, 2 3 yr Fd 


4 


bed 10 
It ennobled our veins, and enriched our * 8 


* 


O the roaſt beef of Old Englandi 7 
2911 And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef! 


[ 229 ] 
But knee we have learnt from all- -conquering France, 1 
To eat their ragouts, as well as to dance, 


oy re fed up with nothing—but vain complaiſance: 
0 the wal l &c. 


Our fathers of old » were ecobutk W and Wee 


And kept open houſe with good cheer all day long, 
Which made their plump tenants ee in this ſo 8, 1 
O the roaſt n rc. 


But now we are dwindled 1 mall 1 name, 
A ſneaking poor race, half begotten, — and tame, 

Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhone in ma 
| O che roaſt beef, * | ; 300 0 | [131 wo 


When good queen Elizabeth far on * . 

Ere coffee, or tea, or ſuch ſlip-flops were known, 

The world was in terror, if e'er ſhe did frown: gp 7 
O the __ beef, &c. 


In thoſe days, 1 dee did ere = 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again 


As witneſs, the vaunting . of n * 
O oy roaſt beef, 2 | GAT 


Oh! then they had Fans to eat, and to fohe, | 
And, when wrongs were a ie to do themſelves 

right ; 7 7 

But now we're a pack fot could—but good nigh; "3 
O the roaſt beef of Old England ! bi 6 

And O the Old * roaſt beef ! PEE 


SONG 
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SONG CCTV. 


TE RECANTATION. 4 Eurit Cantata, 


AT ag * 1 v. 1 
HE kind appointment Celia made 
And nam'd the myrtle bow-wW r 
There, fretting, long poor Damon me 
Beyond the promis'd hour: | 


No longer able to contain 


This anxious expectation, 
With rage he ſought t'allay his pain, 
And rented thus his ghar" 


* 
# 4 07 Las 


* 


Mannen 


| To all the ſex deceitful, - 
A long and laſt adieu, 
Since women prove ant e 


As long as men proye true. > lors 1 


The pains they give are many, 
And oh too hard to bear WILEY 2 2 

The joys they give —if any, 

Few, ſhort, and inſincere. 


RN E c 1 A T IV. 
Now Celia, from mamma got looſe, 


Badracch'd the calm retreat; 3 bg ok 
With modeſt bluſh fe begg'd excuſe, A 
And chid her tardy feet. 4 2 


> 


eee 
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The ſhepherd; from-each doubt releas'd, 
His joy could not reftrain, 

But, as each tender thought inereas'd, 
Thus chang'd his railing ſtrain. 


| A K 374 of 

How engaging, how endearing, 8 

Is a lover's pain and care ! 
And what joy the nymph's appearing, 

Alfter abſence or deſpair t 

Women wiſe increaſe deſiring, 

By contriving kind delays ; 
And advancing or retiring, 

All W mean. —is more to Pn 


* 
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8 0 N G cv. 
Tus Cuorce Sr RETS, Lorrens. 4 
E national ſchemers, a while give me leave, 
A ſcheme I'll advance that ſhall no one deceive; 
No humbug, I mean, ſet on foot by the great, 
Tho? Nene 's ww ſcheme—it i is not of the 181 


No H —-ds your tickets divide into FINE 
To plunder your pockets, and heighten your care 

No blanks to depreſs you come in my deſign. 
The wheel is good humour'd—the prize is good wine. 


From a ſcheme ſuch as this, what delight muſt accrue 
To a people who always give Bacchus his due? _ 


; "Sm PERS —— — orange Ns n . 
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Le lovers, ye fops, or whatever may pleaſe, 535 
Leave your fighing and Kc here a quickly find 


45 
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Choice god of the grape, by thy virtues inſpir d, 
The cauſe I'll relate you, 10 juſtly admir'd. 


"Tis wine | gives that freedom we always maintain, 
The ſlave filPd with claret deſpiſes his chain; 
»Tis wine gives us wit and enobles our ſenſe, 

And aids fancy's flight as new ſpirits commence. 


The hero aſpires to conqueſts and arms, 

The lover deſpiſes his miftreſs's charms ; 

The preacher delivers his precepts ſo fine, 
Replete with the pow'r-giving juice of the vine. 


Then our lottery attend, all who love ſriſk. and fun, 
You are ſure of a prize for no more than a crown 


Apollo and Bacchus here jointly agree, 
To take off the hip, and renew you with glee. 


Let the vot'ry of Plutus, who values his pelf, 

To be happy for once= ſteal a crown from himſelf, 

Ye ſons of the-turf, leave your eig and lies, 
The whole courſe is a blank—here you're fare of a pride 


ene, 
Old and young, great 2 little, attend to my call, # 
This evening we Ye fir, at—Comyus' 5 ball. 
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THE WINE Var r. 7 | 
Ey Mr. George Alexander Sevens. 


Tune, The hounds are all out. 
ON TENT ED J am, and contented Pll be, 
For what can this world more afford, 
Than a girl that will ſociably fit on my knee, | 


And acellar that's plentiful ſtor d. 
| My brave boys. : 


My 3 is open, deſcend ev'ry gueſt, 

Broach that caſk, aye, that wine we will try, 
'Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte, 

Ang as n as 1 n. to * ere. 


In a piece of ale 1 I my candle have ſtuck, 
"Twill light us each bottle to hand; 
And the foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, | 
For 1 Er- that 2 bumper fouls ſtand. 


| Me are Pk ao we fit, tho? the oozy wal ſeem 
The moiſt walls with wet pearls to emboſs, 
From the arch, mouldy cobwebs in Gothic taſte ſtream, 


Like ſtucco- work cut out of moſs. 


Aftride on a butt, as a butt ſhould be ſtrod, 


I fit my companions among, 
Like grape- bleſſing Bacchus, the good fellow's god, 
And a ſentiment give, or a ſong. 


I charge 


1 234 } 
I charge ſpoil in hand, and my empire maintain, 
No ancient more patriot- like bled ; 


Each drop in defence of delight I will, drain, 


And myſelf for iny Backs P11 riok dead. 


Sound that pipe, tis in * and thoſe bins are well. 
| filpd, 


View that heap of Old Hock in the rear; ” 
Yor” bottles of Burgundy, fee how they're RY 
Like artillery, tier over tier. 


My cellar 8 my camp, _ my I liber my Rakes, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review, 

When I caſt my eyes round, I conſider my Caks, 
As kingdoms I've yet 2 


Like Macedon's 8 my drink Te enjoy, 3 
In defiance of gravel and gout z,. 

Who cry'd when he had no more worlds to ſubdue— 
Pll weep when my liquor is out. 


When the lamp is brimfal, ſee the flame brightly Hines, 
But when wanting moiſture, decays z | 

Repleniſh the lamp of my life with rich wines, 
Or elſe there's an end of my blaze. 


'Tis my will —_ I die, not. a tear ſhou'd be ſhed, 

No nic jJacerT be cut on my ſtone; 
But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 
And ſay, A choice fellow is gone. | 
My brave boys. 


SONG 
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N oo N. By Mr. J. Cunningham, | 


ER VID on the glittring flood, 
| Now the noon-tide radiance glows: - 
Drooping o'er it's infant bud, 
Not a dew-drop's left the roſe, 


By the brook the ſhepherd dines, 
From the fierce meridian heat 

Shelter'd, dy the branching pines, 
Pendant o'er his graſſy ſeat. 


Now the flock forſakes the glade, 
Where uncheck'd the ſun-beams fall; 
Sure to find a pleaſing ſhade, 
By the ivy'd abbey wall. 


Echo! in her airy round, 
| Ofer the river, rock, and bill, 
Cannot catch a ſingle ſound, 
Save the clack of yonder milk 


Cattle court the zephyrs bland, 
Where the ſtreamlet wanders cool; 
Qr with lanquid filence ſtand 
Midway in the marſhy pool. 


1 


But from mountain, dale, or ſtream, 
Not a flutt'ring zephyr ſprings: 


Not 
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Fearful leſt the noon- tide beam 
Scorch it's ſoft, it's filken wings. 


Not a leaf has leave to ſtir, 
Nature's lull'd—ſerene—and till ! 
Quiet e'en the fhepherd's cur, 
Sleeping on the heath-clad hill. 


Languid is the landſcape round, 
Till the freſh deſcending ſhower, 

Grateful to the thirſty ground, 

Raiſes ev'ry fainting flower. 


Now the hill—the hedge—is green, | 
Now the warblers' throats in tune: 
Blithſome is the verdant ſcene, , _ 
| Brighten'd by the beams of Noon! 
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AIL! Burgundy, thou juice divine! 
Inſpirer of my ſong! | 

The praiſes given to other wine, 

To thee alone belong; - 
Of poignant wit and roſy charms, 

Thou can'ſt the power improve; 
Care of it's ſting thy balm diſarms, 

Thou nobleſt gift of Jove. 


Bright Phoebus on the parent vines, 
From whence thy current ſtreams, 


[471 


Sweet ſmiling thro? the tendril ſhines, 
And laviſh darts his beams; 
The pregnant grape receives his fires, 
And all his force retains ; 
With that ſame warmth our brains inſpires, » -- 
And animates our ſtrains. 


From thee my Chloe's radiant eye 
New ſparkling beams receives ; 

Her cheeks imbibe a roſier dye, 
Her beauteous boſom heaves. 

Summon'd to love by thy alarms, 
Oh! with what nervous heat, 

Worthy the fair, we fill their arms; 
And oft our bliſs repeat! 


The Stoic, prone to thought intenſe, 
Thy ſoftneſs can unbind, 
A chearful gaiety diſpenſe, 
And makes him taſte a friend; 
His brow grows clear, he feels content, 
Forgets his penſive ſtrate ; 
And then concludes his time well ſpent, 
In honeſt ſocial life. 


E'en beaux, thoſe ſoft, amphibious things, 4 5 
Wrapt up in ſelf and dreſs, 
Quite loſt to the delight that ſprings 
From ſenſe, thy power confeſs}; 
The fop with chitty, maudlin face, 
That dares but deeply drink, 
Forgets his queue and ſtiff grimace, 
Grow free, and ſeems to think. 
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=D ARK! hark! the huntfman ſounds his horn, 
Let's tipple away the roſy morn, ton, ton, ton, 
We'll hunt the bottle from ſun to ſun, 
And hallo the glaſſes the courſe to run, 

Ton, ton, &c. 


Each merry young toper a huntſman ſhall be, 
And inſtead of a green, wear a red liv'ry, ton, ton, &c · 
We'll ſcorn their bows, their arrows, and guns, 
We'll hunt with long pipes, and __ upon tuns. 
Ton, ton, &c. 


We'll charge with tobacco, and follow the cry, oy 
"Till failing of ſpeed, the bottle ſhall die, ton, ton, &c, 
And then for a horn make uſe of a bell, 


Whoſe clangour ſhall up ys and make him run 


well. 
Ton, ton, &c. 


When thus reviv'd, we'll merrily ing, 
And joining in chorus make the woods ring, ton, ton, &c. 


Our game we'll eagerly purſae, 
Our glaſſes filling, our cauſe renew. 


Ton, ton, &c. 
Our ſong ſhall reach the diſtant plain, 
The 


And echo ſhall ſummon the weary ſwain, ton, ton, &c. 


os A 
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The welcome ſport he gladly hears, 33 

His toil and labour no more fears. e 
Ton, ton, &c. 


A pipe be takes, and charges high, | 
And after the bottle does nimbly fly, ton, ton, &c._ 
At length, with equal force and (peed, F 
He makes the ger'rous victim bleed. RO Or 
Ton, ton, &c. i 


As through the wound the blood does paſs, © 
He boldly ventures to fill his glaſs, ton, ton, &c, 
Nor fears to taſte the flowing gore, 


But hunting and drinking, Rill hints * more. 
Ton, ton, Ne. a 


Then fill your glaſſes tt alta Tr | 
Since thus ſupply'd with hare and hound, ton, ny 500 
While chearful Bacchus leads us on, 
We'll follow in chorus with ſprightly ton, ton. 

Ton, ton, ton. 


F# * 


| NO Oak | 
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Jun 2 


AR K tis the woodlark's note, he feels the'ſuny © 
And in full glee his mattins has begun, * 


f | ; With him the linnet and the blackbird vie, 


Who ſweeteſt ſhall ſalute the ſummer ſky ; 
From buſh to buſh the jealouſy, like fire, 
deems to enflame the univerſal choir, 


Point 


: [249 ] 


Joint is the chorus, ſweet ehen ante, 
Sweet vocal needs no inſtramental aid, 


Now ſwell the udders of the milky kine, 
Now ſwells the green grape on the tender vine ; 
Like ripen'd ſtrawberries of red and white, 
The germinating bloſſoms charm the ſight; 
Blended as in the rain-bow, various hues | 

Of flowers uncounted drink the morning dews 3 
Acanthus, hyacinth, and crocus meet, 
To make young June rich ſandals for her feet. 


With 33 pace a ſea-crab leads the way, 
As if it fled the fond purſuit of May; 

But May is gone, and leaves to buxom June 

What ſhe had rear'd, with nicer care to prune; 

With animating heat to warm the ſeed, 

And of each plant the tender roots to feed. 
Thus month to month ſucceſſive recommends, 
The growth of nature to promote her . 


Give to each other's hand the W 9 care, 


Firſt January binds with nipping air, 
Next February lays the earth in ſnows, 
And March reſtrains them as his tempeſt blows — 


With milder aſpect April ſends his ſhower, 

And May's warm ſun awakes herb, tree, and ROOT, 
Till warmer ſuns with brighter June combine, 

To aid young nature in her great deſign. 


SONG 
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Mon 1 » | 2y 4%, J. Conn, 


N the barn the tenant cock, 
Cloſe to partlet perch'd on kigh, | 
Briſkly crows, (the ſhepherg/y clock N u ack ett 
Jocund that the moren 's nich. 4 ant 


Swiftly from the mountain's brow, 
Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire: 
And the peeping ſun- beam, now, „ 
Paints with gold che village ſpins 3 5 | 
Philomel forſakes the chorn, Eh | 4 Z 
Plaintive where ſhe prates af night : „ 
And the Lark, to meet the morn, 
Soars beyond the ſhepherd's ſigh t. 


From the low- roof *d cottage ridge, | 
See the"chattring Swallow ſpring ; / 

1 Darting thro*the'one-arch'd bridge; 
1 _ 'the 1 15 her nn * 


Now the y pine-tree's waving top, 
Gently greets the morning gals 

Kidlings, now begin to crop 
Daiſies, on oye vue, pegged 


From the 92 fireets, 3 
(Reſtleſs till her taſk be done) e ee 
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Now the buſy Bee's employ'd, 
Sipping dew before the ſun. 


Trickling thro? the crevic'd rock, 

Where the limpid ſtream diſtills, 

Sweet refreſhment waits the flock, 
When 'tis ſun-drove from the hills. 


Colin's for the promis'd corn 
(Ere the harveſt hopes are ripe) 
Anxious ;—whilfſt the huntſmen's horn, 
Boldly ſounding, drowns his pipe. 


Sweet—O ſweet, the warbling "Wy, 
On the white embloſſonr'd ſpray ! 

Nature's univerſal ſong | 
Echoes to the Song day. ye 


RRERXNK? o oοοοοοοοοοοοοοο * 
SONG CCXI.. 


W R ITE to true Britons, 1 mean not * men, 

But to women of ſpirit, to do all they can; 
To ſtand for their rights, as they would for their lives, 
And prove to the world that 85 re true — wives. 


May each girl that wants "SEA be pred to achurl, 
Let ſuch be inſipid, ana ſtupidly dull, | 1 
Be grave and look gloomy, till you can provoke 
Some chat, that may "_ in 3 3885 


Shall we tamely to a ſpouſes ſubmit ' 1 
Who only find fault, why ? ? becauſe they think fit: 
:.S When 
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When my huſband turns Turk, and can prove ve no | 


ſoul, 
T'll be blindly obedient, nor dare to controul. 


Since our men are great n and conquer their foes, 
Shall we women want courage one man to oppoſe ? 
Since our fires, and our offspring, can fight one to ten, 
Let's prove ourfelves worthy of brave mrs men. 


In ages long paſt, from. a great eaftery wo 

That women we're ſtrongeſt, good proof I can bring; 
Then if we, with a Britiſh king plac'd on the throne, 
Won't ſtand for our rights, we delerve to have none. 


Let's be heroines all, and ſtand up for the truth, 
Grave matron, fine lady, poor woman, or youth; 
If we're wrong, let us own it, but if we are right, 
Cry freedom and property with all our might. 


Then all a like Sarah, and you will bis n 

Be never affrighted, nor ever amaz'd ; 

But ſtand for your rights as you would for your lives, 

That your huſbands may know when they've got Britiſh 
wives. | 
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SONG CCXI. 


Y temples with cluſters of grapes Pll entwine, 
And barter all joy for a goblet of wine; 
In ſearch of a Venus no longer ['ll run, 
But ſtop and * her at Bacchus's tun. 
M 2 N Yet 


[ 244 ] | 
Vet why-this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair ? 
Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair ; 3 
For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 
If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite laſs, 


*Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe, of the heart: 
The miſer himſelf (fo ſupreme is her iway) 
Grows a convert to love, and reſigns her his key, 


At the ſound of her voice, Sorrow lifts up her head, 
And Poverty liſtens well pleas'd from her ſhed; 
While Age, in an extacy, hobling along, | 
Jouts time with his crutch to the tune of her ſong. 


Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's 5 

The largeſt and deepeſt, that ſtands on the board; 
P11 fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; 
Tis the toaſt of a lover, and pledge me who dare. 


7777 ͤ ͤ EIN HEHE RENEE EE EE 
SONG CCXIV. 


A new TrucE BETWEEN BAC HUS AND 


Venus. 


YSE LF between Venus and Bacchus I'll poiſe, - 

And 'twixt their two ſcales fix my balance of joys , 

»Tis true, they both have their charms when apart, 
But blended, they double the heat of my heart. 


With 


A 

| With rage on his brow, and contempt in his eye, ; 
Bacchus throws down his cluſter, and'gives me the ye; £ 
No female, fays he, ſhall partake of my n. | 

A rival I daun, and Pl govern alone. - 


Dear Venus in turn her dominion maintains, 

Aſſerts her controul o'er the nymphs and the ſwains, 
Upbraids me for kneeling at Bacchus's ſhtine, | 
And ſtrictly forbids me the) juice of the vine. 


Gus ſeolds me, becauſe Faw fond of the am 
The other, 'cauſe woman ſhares half of my ſoul ; 


I boldly declare, for all projects I've try'd,,' * - 
No mortal his paſtime can better divide. 
Why chen let 'em wrangle, what is it tome? or 


I warrant my conduct ſhall make em agree; 
As one to prefer to the other I'm loth, 


PI love, and Pll drink, and be pleaſing to both. 
7 ONE RNC UTI MENT NE NE NENEMTTT NECN Nee 
8 O'N '& ern 
A HunTinG CARNTATA. 
5 NW ir 
ow peeps the ru ddy dawn o'er mountain top, 
It's different notes each feather'd warbler tunes, 


The milkmaids carol glad s the plowman's ear, 
The jolly huntſman winds his chearful horn, 


And the ſtaunch pack return the lov'd ſalute. 


M 3 AIX. 
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The hounds are unkennel'd, and now, 
Thro' the copſe and the furſe will we lead, 
Till we reach yonder farm on the brow, 
| For there lurks the thief that muſt bleed. 
I told you fo didn't 12 ſee where he flies; 
*Twas Bellman that open'd, ſo ſure the fox dies. 
Let the horn's jolly ſound 
Encourage the hound, 
And float hro' the echoing ſkies 


RS r Ari. 
The chace begun, nor rock, nor flood, nor ſwamp, 
Quickſet, or gate, the thundering courſe retard; 
Till the dead notes proclaim the falling prey, 
Thea—to the ſportive *ſquire's capacious bowl. 


e AI. 
O'er that and old beer of his own, 
This ſound, bright, and wholſome we'll ſing, 
De ink ſuccels to great George and his crown, 
For each heart to a man's with the king. 
And next we will fill to Jove's favourite ſcene, 
The rich iffe of Saints, Britannia J mean; 
Where men, horſes and hounds, 
Can he ſtop'd by no bounds, | 
For no ſpot on the carrth cer bred ſporters ſs keen. 


1 1] 
dees 


8 O NG CCXVI, 
Tux Bumysr oP „„ ond { 
Tune, Come all ye young lovers who wan with deſpair, 
E vot'ries of Bacchus who love-a full flaſk, 


Who jovially ſing to the ſound of the caſk, 


Who flint not your mirth whe: 1 grave Time ALS: Ly 
hour, VE : 8 


But ſwiftly purſue the old ke 8 
As a friend give me leave then your mirth to prolong, 
While you circle the glaſs—to repeat you a ſong. 


Ne'er heed the dull aſſes who always at ſtrife, 

Still war with themſelves and the pleaſures of life, 

Let them whine, cant, and N and do all that 12 
can, 

Let us, like true ſouls, ale his moſt of a ſpan; - 

At their ſatisfaQtion let us ne'er repine, 

While we can find more in a bumper of 19 


Good wine's the beſt gift chat the gods can beſtow, 

To give us a taſte of their heaven below,  * © 
It's charms are beyond tHe deſcription of art, 

It warms, it enlivens, makes joyous the heart; 


The young and the old 'twill their ſenſes refine, 
Such charms there are found in a bumper of wine, 


The lover who fighs for his fair one unkind, 
Has found in a bottle a balm for his mind ; 

The miſer who doats on his hoarded up ſtore, 
Buy chance has been bleſt as he ne'er was before; 
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When Bacchus has, given him the juice of the vine, 
Such charms there are found in à bumper of wine. 


Then give me your voices, ye friends to the FER 
For ſurely the ſubje& demands your applaule ; 

This truth I declare, and I'd have the world know it, 
Tis wine that at preſent has made me a poet: 

Then fill me a glaſs of this liquor divine, 

And let this be the toaſt, here's a bumper of wine. 
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s ONO CCXVIL 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks in Love in a Village. 


O* had I been by fate decreed 

5 Some humble cottage ſwain, 
In fair Roſetta's ſight to feed 
My flocks upon the plain: 

What bliſs had I ben born to:taſte, 
Which now I ne'er-muſt know? 

Ye envious pow'rs | why have ye plac'd 
My fair one's lot ſo low. 


S8 oN ccxvul. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks in Love in a Village, 


H! how ſhall J, in language weak, 
My ardent paſſion tell, 


Or form my faultring tongue to ſpeak 
T hat cruel word, ma 4 


Fare we 


Tb 29 1 


Farewell but know, . tho? thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray ; 
Go where I will, my conflant heart 
Muſt with my charmer ſtay. £33 


CCC 
$ONG Ooohyg fins” 


Greedy Midas, I've been told, 

That what you touch you turn to gold}. 
Oh! had I but a power like thine, . 

I'd turn whate'er I touch to wine. 


Each * ſtream ſhould feel my force, 
Each fiſh my fatal power mourn, 
And wond'ring at the mighty change, 
Should in their, native regions burn, 


Nor ſhould there any dare to approach: 
Unto my mantling, ſparkling vine, 
But firſt ſhould pay their rites to me, 
And ſtile me only god of wine. 


ara | 
SONG COCXX. 
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T\ HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 
And Friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 
How ſtrange does it ſeem that in ſearching around, 


This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found. 
M 5 Oh! 


„ | 
Oh! Friendſhip, thou balm, and rich ſweet'ner of life, 
Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife; | 


Without thee, alas! what are riches and power, 
But empty deluſions, the joys of an hour. 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, 

On whom we may always with ſafety depend? 

Our joys when extended will always increaſe, 

And griefs when divided are huſh'd into peace: 
When fortune is ſmiling, what crouds will appear, 
Their kindneſs to offer and friendſhip ſincere ; _. 
Vet change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſs, 
No longer to court you they eagerly prefs. 


27277... 
SONG CCXXI 

A FavouriTE Two-ParT Sons. 
Set b&y Mr. Travers. The Words by Matt. Prior. 
HEN Bibo thought fit from the world to retreat, 
As full of champaign as an egg's full of meat, 

He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he ſaid, 
He would be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 
Trim the boat, and fit quiet! tern Charon reply'd, 


* You may have forgot—you was. drunk when you 
dy'd.” . 
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wb by Mr. Beard and Mi/s Young 

HEN Phczbus the tops of the hills does adorn, | 


| How ſweet is the ſeund of the echoing horn ? 
When the antling ſtag is rouz'd with the ſound, 


Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain: 


But ſtill we purfue, and now come in view of the glori- 
ous game. | 1 „ 


O ſee how again he rears up his head, % 
And winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed ; 
But, oh! 'tis in vain, ?tis in vain that he flies, | 
That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the cries s 
For now his ftrength fails him, he heavily flies, 


And he pants *till with well: ſcented hounds ſurrounded 
he dies. | 
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Tuz Union or Love and Wing. 


Set by Mr. Baildon, 


TH women and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of a; 
For we without theſe, &c. * 


M 6 | Each 
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Each helping the other, ig pleaſure I roll, i 


And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul 
Each helping the other, &c. 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 

I never ſhall alter my conduct for them 
I care not how much they my meaſures decline, : 
Let em have their own humour, and I will have mine. 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 
?Tis the a Navy of life, *tis the fuel of love; 
And Venus ne'er luok'd with a ſmile ſo divine, 
As when Mars bound his head with a branch _ the 
vine. 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half divine, 
Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with wine; 
Then giving and taking in mutual return, 

The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper Pll quit to be bleſt with my love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 

My bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my glaſs, 


III „„ 
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SONG CC XXIV. 
Sung in the Maſt of ALFRE p. 


HEN Britain firſt at heav'n' s command, 
Arofe from out the azure main, | 
Aroſe, &c. 


This 


253 J 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain: 


Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be flaves. 


'The nations, not foi bleſt as thee, 

Muſt in their turns, to tyrants fall, 

Muſt in, &c. 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
Ihe dreadand envy of them all. 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
More dreadful, cc. 
As the loud blaft that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak, 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 

All their attempts to bend thee down, 

All their, &c. | 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe, and thy renown. 8 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thuy cities ſhall with commerce * | 
Thy cities, &c. 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the TIN main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles, thine. 
a Rule, Britannia, &c. 


The 


254 
The muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair; 
Bleſt iſle! with beauties, with matchleſs 9 
crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never will * ſlaves. 


OO o οοοοοοοοοοπð iDᷓ⁰e 


SONG COXXV. | 
W brethren, free maſons, let's mark the great 


name, 
Moſt ancient and loyal, recorded by fame; 
In unity met, let us merrily fing, 


'The life of a maſon's like * of a king. 


No diſcord, no envy, av us ſhall be, 

No confuſion of tongues, but let's all agree; 

Not, like building of Babel, confound one another, 
But fill up your glaſſes, and drink to each brother. 


A tower they wanted to le ad them to bliſs; 
1 hope there's no brother but knows what it is; 


Three principal ſteps in our ladder there be, 
A rr to all, but tO thoſe that are free. 


Let the ſtrength of our en keep the [yueee of our - 
heart, 
And virtue adorn ev'ry man in his part; 


"The 


TT WwF 
The name of a Cowan we'll not ridicule, 
But pity his blindneſs and count him a fool. 


Let's lead a good life, whilſt power we have; 

And when that our bodies are laid in the grave, 
We hope with good conſcience to heaven to climb, 
And give Peter the paſs-word, the token, the fig. - 


Saint Peter he opens, and ſo we paſs in 7 
To a place that's prepar'd for all thoſe free from fin ; 
To that heavenly lodge which is tyPd moſt ſecure ; 
A place that's prepar'd for all thoſe that are pure. 


SONG CCXXVI. 
Sung by Diana, in Dryden s fecalar Maſque. 


I'TH horns and with hounds I awaken the day, 
And hie to the wood-land walks away ? | 
I tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 3 
And tie to my forehead a waxen moon 
I courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 

And chace the wild goats o'er ſummits of rocks; 
With ſhooting and hooting we pierce thro' the ſky, 
And echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 

With ſhooting, &e. 


SONG 
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SONG CCXXVI.. 
Sung by Mr. Shuter in Love in a Village. 


W HEN I follow'd a laſs that was froward and my, 
Oh! I ſtuck to her ſtuff till I made her comply; 
Oh! I took her ſo lovingly round the waiſt, 
And I ſmack'd her lips, and I held her faſt: 
When hugg'd and haul'd, 
She ſqueal'd and ſquall' d; 
But though ſhe vow'd all I did was in vain, 
vet 1 pleas'd her ſo well, that ſhe bore it again. 
Then hoity, toity, 
Whiſky, friſky, 
Green was her gown upon the graſs; 
Oh! ſuch were the joys of our dancing days: 


Tc 
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Tax oma 63% 
Set by H. Walton. 


OW eas d within my native bow'rs, 
E'er while 1 paſs'd the day, 
Was ever ſcene {@ deck'd with flow” rs, 
Were ever flow'rs ſo gay : 
How ſweetly ſmibd the hill, the vale, 


And all the landſcape round; 
| | The 
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The river gliding down the dale, 
The hills with beeches crown'd, 
The hills With beeches crown'd, _ 


But yet when urg'd by tender woes, 
I ſpeed to meet my dear, 
That hill and · ſtream my zeal- oppoſe, 
And check my ſond career: 
No more, fince Daphne was my theme, 
Thoſe wonted charms I ſee ; 
That verdant hill and ſilver ſtream, 


Divide my love and me. 
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Barry LAND. 


LYSSES of old, as ftories have told, 

Travel'd much after Troy was no more; 
And many a town, the view d of renown, 

Noting manners for politic lore, 

Noting manners for politic lore. 


I have travel'd alſo, I'd have you to know. 
And a country that pleas'd me well, found; 
"Tis wetty-Land nam'd, and ought to be fam'd, 

For it's beautiful farms that abound, 


Each farm in the land, may be hid with your hand, 
vet there's room for the huſbandman's toil ; 
Where pleaſure you'll find, if meaſure you mind, 
Nor ungrateful to till in the ſoil. E 
I > - But 
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But let him beware, nor run his plough-ſhare, 
Into lands that are none of his own ; 
Leit there from his ſeeds, grow troubleſome weeds, 


Which in vain he may wiſh were unſown. 


Nor does the chief lord, his licence afford, 
Many farms for one farmer to till, 

Nor is it thought fit, any one to admit, - 
As a tenant to hold it at will. 


But any that pleaſe, may have a life-leaſe, 
Which is granted to youth or to age ; 


And if you'd have fruit, it's beyond all diſpute, 


When you're young it is beſt to engage. 


- 


Some blades of that fort, ſpread idle report, 
Affecting their neighbours to jeer; . - 


And ſay too with ſcorn, this land to n. 


Situation doth hold very near. 


But ies wiſe, ſach ſcandal Jeſpile, 


They are not tobe jeer'd from the plough ; 


And he that will not farm ſuch a fine ſpot, | 


Is an idler we all muſt allow. 
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Jock ET IS THe. Lap rox ME. 
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The Favourite Scotch Ballad. Sung by Miſs Jameſon, 


at Vauxhall. Mufic by Mr. Potter. 


MONG the ſwains upon the green, J 
There's none ſo blithe as Jockey ſeen; _ 


5 1 259 ] 
So pleaſing is his ſhape and air, 
He wins the hearts of all the fair: 
But I have moſt his kindneſs known, 
He fondly flies to me alone; | 


And is as true as true can be, 
Then Jockey 1s the lad for me. 


He hails me by the break of day, 
As to the fields he bends his way 
At noon returns with looks ſo ſweet, 
And kneels with preſents at my feet: - 
Beneath the oaks in yonder mead, | 
At eve he tunes his oaten reed ; 


Or tells a tale with merry glee, 
O Jockey is the lad for me. 


He buys me trinkets at the fair, 
And proves that I am all his care; 
And lately he has mode it known, 
He means to take me for his own ; 
If Jockey. will be true for life, 
Shall I refuſe to be his wife; 

: O no, Ill be as true as he, 
For Jockey is the lad for me: 
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CuryriDd's RECRUITING SERJEANT. 


A Cantata. Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. 
Mufic by Mr. Potter. 


R rEC1I'TAT1TvEL 


RO M Paphos iſle, ſo fam'd of old, 1 come, 
To raiſe recruits with merry fife and drum; 
The queen of beauty here by me invites, 

Each nymph and ſwain to taſte of ſweet delights: 
Obey the call, and ſeek the happy land, 

Where captain Cupid bears the fole command, 


A1 a, 
Ye nymphs and ye ſwains who are youthful and pay, 
Attend to the call and be bleſt while you may; 
Lads and laſſes hither come, 
To the found'of the drum, 
I have treaſure in ſtore which you never have ſeen ; 
Then haſte, let us rove 
To the iſland of love, 
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 


Each nymph of ſixteen who would fain be a wife, 
Shall ſoon have a partner to bleſs her for life 
The laſſes hither come, 
To the ſound of the drum, 
I have ſweethearts in ſtore ſuch as never were ſeen ; 
Haſte, 


| E 
Haſte, haſte, let us rove 


To the iſland of love, 
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 


Would a ſwain but be bleſt with a nymph to his mind, 
Let him enter my liſt, and his wiſl he ſhall find; 
I can bleſs him for liſe, 
With a kind loving wife, 
More beautiful far than was nymph. ever ſeen: 
Then haſte, let us rove 
To the iſland of love, 
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 


In Paphos, we know of nor diſcord nor ſtrife, 
Each nymph and each ſwain may be happy for life ; 
In. tranſport and. joy, | 
We each moment employ, 
And taſte ſuch delights as were never yet ſeen 3 5 
Then haſte, let us rove 
To the iſland of love, 
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 
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Sung by Miſs Jameſon at Vauxhall, 
Mufic by Mr. Potter. 


FT the age of ſixteen I had ſweethearts a ſcore, 
They kiſs'd and carels'd me, what could they do 


more; 
But - 
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But Prudence ſoon whiſper'd a word in my ear, 
That men were deceitful, and meant to enſnare; 


I vow'd to remember the words ſhe had aid, 
For fear they ſhould harm a poor innocent maid. 


Oe eter tr pts Are 1 
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Each night I went forth to the ſports of the green, 
Such numbers came round me as never was ſeen ; 
They praiſed ev'ry feature, and flatter d, and ſwore, 
But alas ! they to others had done ſo before: 

I liſten'd with caution to what they all ſaid, 

For fear they ſhould harm a poor innocent maid, 


But lately young Strephon, the pride of the plain, 
Has try'd ev'ry art my affections to gain 
There lives not, perhaps, ſo accompliſh'd a youth, 
He's known all around for his virtue and truth : 
Whenever he's with me I am not afraid, 

He never will harm a poor innocent maid. 


I moſt not be prudiſh, nor forward, nor free, 
But I'll cheriſh the ſwain, ſince he's conſtant to me; 


His heart is right honeſt, his aSions fincere, 
And to pleaſe me alone is his wiſh and his care: 


He loves me fo truely, I'll not be afraid, 
For he never will harm a poor innocent maid. 
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(IVE us glaſſes, my we! „ gives wine and well 


quench rig 188 T7 911 270 T 


The remembrance of ith and of grief; St om 151 


To the winds with our care, for well never deſpainy 


While a bottle can give us relief, 


29115 5119 © lg 1d oi Nucl 
In our revels 40d f joys, well forge ihe proud bby, 
Let Lethe its miracle work; macot c 


For as hollow, I find, as re ee 00 
And her heart ls ; as light as a cork. 
| „ 1 crit id bx 
Ariadne the gay, in deſpair, as bey ſay! N [iT 
For the bully that left her bent: 54 {3104 5: $40 
Would have bang'd, or have drovtn'ds ut ow ny 


ſhe found 
A new lover as conſtant as kind. 5 
* : Ep pe SS 
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T "Y are fables, r my 3 but the moral is clear, 
It was wine that her peace did reſtore 

When he left the poor laſs, why ſhe took to her glaſs, 
And fhe never remember d Wo! more. AAR. - 
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AN love be controul'd by advice . 1 
Can madneſs and reaſon' agree? al 2 


y 7" 7 | © Molly 


. 264) 


O Molly, who's ever And wiſe, 
If madneſs is . of thee 2 


oF? 19 as 7 


Ai E 
th 3 pretend to deſpiſe. rs acts * 
I he joys they want ſpirit to taſte; a is 4 
Let me ſeize on Old Time as he flies, 
And the bleſſin gs of life while they laſt. 


Dull wiſdom but 1 our cares; 
Eriſk love will improve ev'ry joy: 
Too ſoon may we meet with grey hairs; 
Too ſoon may repent being coy. 


Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay, 
Till our beſt blood begins to run cold? 

Our youth we can have but to-day, _ 

We may always find time to edi old, 
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AR DLAN Angels, now protect > 
Send, ah! ſend the youth I love, 
Peign, OC apid, to direct me, Et 
= Lead me thro' the myrtle grove, e 
Bear my ſighs, eee air, 
Say, I love him to deſpair 7 
Tell him 'tis for him I grieve, 
For him alone I wiſh to live, 
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Mid ſecluded dells Pl wander, © © 0 21d $60 
Silent as the ſhades of nighgj t. %% 
Near ſome bubbling rill's meander LES. 
Where he erſt has bleſt my light ; 44 £5, 283;8 61 
There to weep the night away, 08 eome:azte Lat 


There to waſte in fighs the day: („a Bn 
Think, fond youth, what vows you ſwore,” 2 Faire 
And ts I never ſee thee more? tur eit 
Then recluſe ſhall be my dwelling, |! 

Deep in ſome ſequeſter'd vale, +: 
There with mournful cadence ſwelling | 7 

Olt repeat my lovelick tale; 
And the lark and philomel _ k | 
Oft ſhall-hear 2 virgin tel! 4b 4 p- 
What the pain to bid adie 
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To j Joy, to war and 5 1 . 
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N D did you not hear of a jolly War Wir 

Who at Black- friars bridge us'd for to ply, 4 
And he feather'd his oars with ſuch kill And dexterity, © 
Wioning each heart, and delighting each esd * 
He look'd fo neat, and row'd ſo ſteadily; 4 
The maidens all flock'd in his boat ſo geadilys a 
And he ey'd the young 1 with ſo charming air, 
That this waterman ne'er was in want of farg. 4:14 
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What fights of fine folks he oft row'd in his wherry, 
Twas clean'd out fo nice, and fo; painted withal ! 

He was always firſt oars when the fine city ladies, 
In a party to Ranelagh went or Vauxhall, 

And oftentimes wou'd they be giggling and leering, 

But 'twas all one to Tom, their gibing and] es 

For loving, or Rkiag- he little did care, 

For this Waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 


And yet, but to ſee how ſtrangely things happen; 

As he row'd along, thinking of nothing at all, 

He was ply'd by a damſel fo lovely and charming, 
That ſhe ſmil'd and fo ſtrajghtway 1 in love he did fall, 

And would this young damfel but baniſh his ſorrow, | 

He'd wed her to-night before to-morrow :; 

And how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 

When he's married, and ee in want of a fare ? 
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| A n on Banna's banks I ſtray'd one evening i in 

my, 

The little birds · in blitheſt notes made „eule ev'ry ſpray; 

They ſung ear poſe: Wap, love, 58 ſung them o' er 
5 and, oer. 1 


D 2 4 56! 


Ah Gratachree ma Chollecnouge,. ma Molly ahtore. 5 


The daiſy pled, and all the ſweets the dawn of Nature 
vids, 
wg 3 pale; the vet blue, lay ſcatter'd o'er the 
fields; , 
Suck fragrance in the boſom lies of her em 1 t. 
Ah Gramachree, &c. 
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I laid me down upon a bank bewailing! my ſad fate, 


55 


That doom'd me thus the flave of love and cruel 


2 Molly' 8. hate: * 4 44.438 
How can ſhe break the honeſt heart that wears her inte. 
eee DOE. 
0 Ah ailtialiree | Nc. 
u 304 e ADA nua 


You a you u od me, Molly 4255 ah why did - Ibelieve, 
Vet who could think ſuch 11 words were meant but 


to deceive? „ eee eee 
That love was all I aſk'd on tain, nay heaven eould 
mom „ 1 wt 11814 37188 n het 


179 Ah Gramachree, &cs 


Oh had 1 al the flocks that graze on vonde 1 Helo! hill, 
Or low'd for me the num'rous herds that Von green 
paſture fill; K 
With her I love "a gladly ſhare. my Kite 400 Abecy ſtore. 
| | Ah Gramachree, &Ca 


Two turtle doves above my head ſat courting bn a bough, 

I envied them their happineſs to ſee them bill and coo 

Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ſhew'd, but now alas tis 
o'er. „„ Lo 
| | * Gr amachree, &c. 

Then fare thee well, my Molly gear a loſs IT &er hal 
mourn, ' 

Whilſt life remains in Serbe 5 heart i beat for 

| - thee alone; 

Tho' thou art falſe, may heav'n on thee its choiceſ 


bleſſings pour. | | 
Ah Gramachree, &c. 
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HEN Jove PE fold tocreate the round earth, : 
He ſubpœned the Virtues divine; 


Leung Bacch us he ſat præcedentum of mirth, 


eie e en Nr y and Wine. 


it] T2681: $18 


The — . Im ear of each God ; 


Apollo -hertvink'd to the Nine; 


And Venus gave Mars, too, a ſly wanton nod, 


When ſhe:drank to Wit, Women, and Wine. 


Old Jove ſhook bis ſides, and the cup put around, 
While Juno, for once, look d divine: 

Thefe Nang, ſays he, ſhall on earth now abound, 
And e toaſt is, Wit, Women, and Wine. 


Thefe are joys 'worthy Gods, which to mortals are giv I 
Says Momus : Who will not repine? 


| For what” 8 worth our notice, pray tell me in heavy” u, | | 


If men have Wit, Women, and Wine. 
This joke you'll repent, I'll lay fifty to ſeven ; 


Such attractions no power can decline; | 
Old Jove, by yourſelf you'll ſoon keep houſe in Heav'n, 
For we'll follow Wit, Women, and Wine. 


Thouwrt right, ſays old Jove, let us hence to the earth, 

Men and Gods think variety fine; | 

Who'd ſtay in the clouds, when good nature and mirth 
Are below, with Wit, Women, and Wine? 
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HE toplails ſhiver i in the WW by 
The ſhip ſhe caſts to ſea ; #8 
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But yet, my ſoul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee: Fry 


For tho? thy ſailor's bound afar, - 


Still love ſhall be his leading ſtar. 


Should landmen flatter when we're ſaiFd, 
O doubt their artful. tales; | 
No gallant ſailor ever fail'd, + 80 
If love breath'd conſtant gales ; * 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 


Which ſteers my heart from pole to . 


Sirens in ev'ry port we meet, 
More fell than rocks and waves; 
But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, 
Are lovers, and not ſlaves: 
No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 
Altho? we've left our hearts with "ow 


Theſe are our cares ; but if you' re kind, 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main, 
The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The power of France. and Spain : 
Now England's glory reſts with you, 
Our fails are full—ſweet girls, adieu! 
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H“ ARE! the buotſman 8 } begun © to found the ſhrill 


horn, © ge 9 |; 
Come quickly unkennel the hounds 7? "RS Be 
"Tis a beautiful, glittering, golden-ey'd morn, 4 


Wen chace the fox over the en 


See! vonder fits Ken fo 88 and fly, 
Come ſaddle your courſers apace ; | 
The hounds have a ſcent, and are all in full ery, 

They long to be giving ae 


The horſemen are e the leds feel the ſpur, 
And ſwiftly they ſcour it along; 
Rapid after the fox runs each muſical cur, 


Follow, follow, my boys, is the ſong. 


O'er mountains and vallies they ſkim it away, 

Now Reynard's almoſt out of ſight; _ 
But ſooner than looſe him, they'll ſpend the whole day 
In hunting —for thav O their delight. | 


By eager purſuing they'll hops him at laſt, 
He's ſo tir'd, poor rogue, down he lies; 
Now ſtarts up afreſn - young Snap has him faſt, 
He trembles, kicks, ſtruggles, and dies. 
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O © R the lawns; up the hills, as wich ardour we 
bound, 325 (£3. . 
Led on by the loud- founding wet, 
Kind breezes {till greet us, with chearfulnelt x crown d, 
And joy ful we meet the ſweet morn 
Roſy health blooms about us with nl grace, 
Whilſt echo, re-echo'd, enlivens the chace. 


Should all the gay larks as they ſoar to the 1 


Their notes in a concert unit, m [1'f 
The muſic of hounds, when ſet off in ben 1 17 
Would give a more. tuneful diate: APE bo 
oſy health, &c, 3 ovolym 1 25 1101 
Tis over tis over—a pleaſure divine d 
Freſh air and full exerciſe yields 


At night, my good friends, o'er the une a vine 


We'll fing to the ſports of the fle. ny or 


Roſy health, & c. 199 TO £21 34 0; 4 6 4 
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o* E morning very 8 oo one e in the 


ſpring, 1 4 £ 


I heard a ad | in Bedlam who mou did ſing 3 
Her chains ſhe rattled on her hands, while ſweetly thus 


- ſupg the, 
I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


O cruel | 


272 


O ęruel were his parents who ſent my love to ſea, 
And cruel, cruel was the ſhip which bore my love 
from me ; 
Yet I love his parents, altho' they have ruin'd me: 
And I love my W "ds 


O ſhould i it pleaſe. the pitying powers to call meto the ſky. | 

Id claim a guardian, angel's charge around my love to 
1 | 

To gvard him from all dangers how hs. ſhould 1 be! 

For I love wy VE, GE: 

I'll make a dier aten Pl1l make it wond'rous fine 3 

With roſes, lillies, daiſies, Pl weave the eglantine; 

And Ill preſent it to my love, when he TR” from ſea, 


4 


For I love my _ Cee. ä — 

O if Iwere a lie bird to build: upon his bend; 1 

Or if I were a nightingale to fing my love to nates 3 5 

To gaze upon his lovely eyes all "wy: reward ſhould bes 
For I love my love, ce. io 4 


Of EFwere atenle to ſoar into the ſky, // 

I'd gaze around with piercing eyes, where I my love 

| might fpy: 

But ah! unhappy maid, that love you ne er dhe i 
Yet I ove 1 ies e. ; 


C99) 


N 


youxs Damon with e rc 1 
His deathleſs paſſion pleads, 
Bids Sylvia take his conſtant heart; 
She loves, and he fucceeds. 
Yet he her kifs-imprinted lips 
Forſakes within the hour; 
And apes the roving bee, that ſips 
The ſweets of every flow'r, 


New objects now attract his eyes, 
Subdued by other charms; 

While hapleſs Sylvia vainly trys, 
To lure him to her arms. 

Of this, ye blooming fair, be ſure, 
If virtue once give way 

The heart you think you hold ſecure, 
No longer owns your: 1 
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IN 0 E all ſo nicely take offence, - 
And pinking is the faſhion, 


I ſoon ſhall find a good pretence, 
For being in a ws 


0000000000000 


. K* = * 2 
— — „ * 7 * . err — 7 
W : h, 4 * „ „ we 5, d; ry 82 * 2 gn >. I=E — 2 — 
. 5 «> 3 * RS. —— — — 


ms Wha VV. 2 Oo OR 
— — - k 
* 
* 


— — 44 v4 
— — 


a 


— i 4 _ - 
— — 
* 
* * Y a) . = 


6 274) 


IF 0 on my drefs or ai 

To jeſt dare take ba "W 7 
By female honour 1 declare, hos 
I'll have an. explination. . 


If you're too free and full of play, 
By Jove, my lads, I'll cure ye; 

And if too cold you turn away, 
You'll rouze a very fury. 


A law 1s every ycbing 1 ſay, 
No ſwain ſhall call me cruel; 

Whoe'er my will ſhall e, - 
"Tis ſignal for a due. © © 8 


A very Amazon am I, 
- And various weapons carry; 
I've glancing lightning in my eye, 
And tongue, a ſword to parry. 


Een let him arm * — he will, 
With Cupid's bow and arrow 

You ſoon ſhall fee my man Ill kill, 
As eaſy as a fparrow. 
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w 17TH the pride of the garden and feld, 
We have deck'd our fond boſoms to day; 


1 And all that the ſummer can yield, 


Seems there to be blooming and gay. =O} | 
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Tis better to gather in time, 45 of 1 
The flou 'r that elſe waſtingly blows u bi 4dE; 
Little more than a day is the prime Fa 1? 101 


Of the lilly, the pink, and the roſe, 


Soft beauty's the May-ſpringing flow'r, 
That has but a ſeaſon to boaſt; | | 
Let us make what we can of its pow 1. | 1 
Which elſe in a year may be loſt: : | 
Let us ſcorn a ſhort triumph df joy 
O'er Shepherds becauſe of a face 3 
Nor venture too long to be coy, | 
Leaſt winter diſcolour each gra 


Shou'd we ſlightingly laugh at their pain, | 
Grow proud of our charms every day 3 1 pr 

When they fade we ſhall court them in 1 " 
When they're wither'd they'll. fling u us away : 2 1 

Thoſe treaſures ſo gaudy and rare, 

| Muſt *wake ev'ry breaſt to delice W 

We may have whom we will while ſo fair, 
And ſhou'd yield to the love we inſpire. 3 
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HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed: 

Sing their ſucceſsful loves, | 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 

And muſic fills the groves. :. Z 
But my lov'd ſong is then the Broom,. 

So fair on Cowdenknows:; | | OTIS” Ao. 
For ſure ſo ſoft, ſo ſweet a Broom. - ed 


Elſewhere there never grows. 
<0 + 


( | 
Oh! the Broom, the bonny, benny: Broom, 
The Broom on Cowdenkuows: z- - | 
For ſure ſo ſoft, fo ſweet a Broom: 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed 
And won wy yielding heart; 1 
No ſhepherd e'er that divelt-on Tweed 
Could play with half ſuch art. 


He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 
The hills and dales all coun 


Of Leader haughs and Leader ſide; 
Oh, how I bleſs'd the ſound! 
Oh / the Broom, S. c. 


Not Triviot braes, fo green and. gay, 

May with its Broom compare; 

Nor Yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 
Nor the Buſh abvon Traquair. 

More pleaſing far are Cowdenknows, 
My peaceful, happy home ! 

Where I was wont to milk my ewes, 
At eve among the Broom. 


05 the Broom, Sc. 
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Elieve my ſighs; my tears, my dear, 
Believe the heart you have won; 
Believe my vows to you fincere, 
Or, Peggy, I'm undone: 
You ſay Pm fickle, apt to change 
At every face that's new; 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 2 | 
I ne'er lov'd one like you. My 


CCN N 

My heart was once a flake of ice, 
Till thaw'd by your bright eyes; 

Then warm'd and kindled in a trice 

A A flame that never dies: 


Then take and try me, and you'll find 
A heart that's kind and true; 


Of all the girls I ever ſaw, Sc. 
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8 O NG CCXLVIII. 
Widow bewitch'd with her paſſion, 
Tho' Iriſh, is now quite aamed, 
To think that ſhe's ſo out of faſhion, 
To marry and then to be tamed. - | 
Tis Love the dear joy, 2 
That old - faſhion" boy, 22 
Has got in my breaſt with his quiven 
The blind urchin he 
SBtruck the cuſnlamachree, 
And a huſband ſecures me for ever. 
Ve fair-ones, I hope, will excuſe me, 
Though vulgar, pray do not abuſe me; 
I cannot become a fine lady, 8 
O love has bewitch'd Widow Brady! 


Ye eritics, to murder ſo willing, 1 
Pray ſee all our errors with blindneſ; 
For once change your method of killing,. | 
And kill a fond Widow with kindueſs.; 
If you look fo-ſevere, 
In a fit of defpair, | 
Again I ſhall draw forth my tee), "ny 
You know I've the art | 8 
| To be twice through your heart, 
Before L can make you to feel, Size: Bro- 


* 


n 

Brother ſoldiers, I hope you gl protect . 0. 
Nor let cruel critics diſſect me; 
To favour my cauſe be but ready, 


And grateful you'll find Widow Brady, 


Ye leaders of ares and of faſhion, © 
Who gallop poſt haſte to your ruin, 
Whoſe taſte bas deſtroy d all your paſſion, 7 
Pray what do you think of my wooing s 
Vou'll call it damn'd low, 
Your head and arms ſo, 
So liſtleſs, ſo looſe, and ſo lazy, 
But what, pray, can uu 
I cannot do n l oP] 
O fie! my dear creatures, be eaſy. | 
Ye patriots and courtiers fo hearty, 
To ſpeech it, and vote for your party, 
For once be both conſtant and ſteady, 
And grateful you'll find Widow Brady. 


To all that I ſee here before me, 
The bottom, the top, and the middle, 
For muſic I now muſt implore ye, | 
No wedding without pipe and fiddle. 
If all are in tune, Ko 
Pray let it be ſoon, 
My heart in my boſom is prancing: 
If your hands ſhould unite 
To give us delight, 
Ohl! that's the beſt piping and . 
Vour plaudits to me are a treaſure, | 
Your ſmiles are a dow'r for a Lady; 
Oh! joy to you all in full meaſure! Py 
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